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CHAPTER ONE 


FHKLl'DE lO BA'n’LK 

The regiunal detachment was stationed in Reinieii- 
larovka Forest in the District of Kholmy. Our groii}i 
arrived here on November 17, lO-H. This was now 
our base, the regional centre, the place where we 
were to live and work. 

The 17lh of Noveml»er. 19U. was a very happy 
day for me. I shall never forget it. I met Cher¬ 
nigov men. my friends and comrades-in-arms; I saw 
with my own eyes that the rc^ponal detachment 
was alive, was carrying on. and that llic member.'* of 
tlie underground R.C.* of the Party—^Popudrenko, 
Kapranov, Novikov, Yaremenko—Communist eol- 
leagues whom I had known for years—were each at 
his post. Druzhinin. who like myself had crossed 
the entire region on foot, was there too. but I did 
not meet him until somewhat later. Popudrenko 
had appointed him commissar of the cavalry group. 

• R'‘pional Comniillcc.—rrani. 
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and il was ^till in GiiUno where llie regional dc* 
tarhmcnl had been stalionrd al fir^t. 

I have already related that immediately our 
group arrived a gala breakfast was arranged, fol¬ 
lowed by a meeting. After the inocling we ncav- 
comers were rejuvenated by the barber. 

At around twelve o'clock the R.C. met. 

Wc got logelhor in headquarters--a roomy 
dugout with a high ceiling and a glass window, In 
the middle there was a table with legs imbedded in 
tlio earthen door. In a frame in one comer stood 
a biryrle which had a belt running from the rear 
wheel to a generator. The comrades rode this bi¬ 
cycle for hoirrs, charging tlic radio battery. The 
radio itself, a receiver taken from a plane, stood 
on a box nearby. 

A section of the dugout was paiiitioned off by 
a big grimy curtain behind which wooden bunks 
with pallets of hay could be seen. This was the 
“be<lroonr' of llic top-ranking personnel. Quilled 
jackets, horse cloths and hlankets lay on the 
bunks; there were cveu two piIlo^s‘s. On a stool 
in the corner stood a water pail. Portraits of the 
leaders adorned the walls. 

The R.C. members wore quilted pants and quilt¬ 
ed jackets, like the rest of the men and commanders. 
Only a few sported leather coats or windbreakers 

A dozen of us had gathered around the table. 
First to take the floor for a report was Popudrenko 
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liat he delivered, llioush. sooner a narrative 
account of the activity of the detachment and the 
R.C. than a report. 

As I listened I could not help drawing a com¬ 
parison behveen the Popudrenko of today and the 
man I had known in Chernigov. His expression, his 
bearing and cver>’thmg else about him now be¬ 
spoke a partisan commander. He was obviously 
proud of his new position. HU clothes showed it 
loo. A tightly-belled leather jacket, a iiraiid-new 
shoulder strap, a tall fur hat cocked like Cha¬ 
payev’s, hvo pistols and a grenade at his belt. His 
brows were knitted, his gaze wa.s steady... . Frank¬ 
ly speaking, there was a hint of aflcctation in 
Popiidrcnko’s new appearance. 

I knew Nikolai Nikitich Popudrenko well, and 
I believe I hit on the real reason for this new pro¬ 
pensity of his for show: hy nature a very kind per¬ 
son, he evidently feared that people would tjuickly 
catch on to hi.s kindness of heart and take advan¬ 
tage of it—and hence Uje striving to look ‘tern. 

I must add. however, tliat this man’s mildness 
and kindness went hand in hand with a strong 
will and sharp irreconcilability toward everything 
that ran counter to his conscience as a Bolshevik. 

Nikolai Nikitich spoke with fervour, like an 
orator at a rally: 

“We have no right to hide from the R.C.. from 
our own selves, that winter is approaching and our 
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food and clotliiny ^otks are runnin? low. tliat 
we rc out of tobacco already, \\ekiiow. loo. that a 
brutal, crafty and nitlilcss enemy is hunting us. 
has surrounded the forest. Now he has put forward 
fifteen hundred men against our detachnienls. To¬ 
morrow he may throw four or fi\c thousand into 
action against us. V^ell. we arc proud of tlial! Each 
partisan is worth ten fascists! .And the more forces 
we draw toward ourselves here, behind the enemy 
lines, the less there will Ik* of lliein at the front. 
Daring, ilaring. and again daring—that s what is 
deniandrtl of us. eomrade.'! The partisans—the 
))eople‘s avengers-—se<»rii dealli. W ith each passing 
<lay the Inildness of oiir thrust^ w ill ini rcasc. Doz¬ 
ens of llie enemy’s trains will be derailed, his staff 
heaihpiurters will lly into the air.... 

“Explosives are needed for that.’ someone 
remarked in an undertone. 

I asked Nikolai Nikilicli a few questions; Why 
h.ad the delachment moved from Gulino? What was 
the K.C. doing? How elTieicnt were the communi¬ 
cation and intelligence sorN'ires? How were things 
in the districLs? 

I was not overjoyed by the answers. Tlie de¬ 
tachment had had quite sound reasons for moving: 
the forests here were thicker, and hiding from 
the Germans was easier. But only part of the 
detachment liad moved. The cavalry group was in 
the old place. And it was now a cavalry group ir. 



name only. The comrades had felt it risky to keep 
iiorses and had turned most of tiiein over to the 
Soviet troops which passed throuah those districts. 

\ man on foot can hide behind a biisli if 
he lias to, but a horseman ran be seen a loii^ 
wav off.” 

There was anollier unpleasant piore of news; 
il appeared that part of Ure men had left along 
with ihc Red Army. This had naturally led to a 
certain amount of confusion. The men who wont 
away had said tiiat the partisans wouldji'l hold (»iit 
long, that the Germans had materiel, that they had 
iitlillery, that Uiey were belter organized*.. .. 

The communication service was in a very bad 
way. The radio station lay buried in tlie Repki 
detachment cache and now nobody could find it 
because the radio operators had fallen into the 
hands of the Germans. 

“We’ve kept ilie food caches.” Popudrenko said. 
“There aren't any complaints about the feeding. 
Wevegot arms too. But the communication service 
isn t any good. We listen to the war bulletins and 
there’s more than enough music, but we haven't any 
contact with the army or with the Soviet home front. 
We’ve sent out nine groups—some seventy of our 
finest Communists and Komsomol members—on 
missions to cross the front and contact the army 
command. So far there are no results. W e know 
that two of the groups fell into the hands of the 



Germans. V\ itli the district cictacluiiciils and tiie 
others we re in constant toucli: mounted and fool 
messengers. There arc four deUichmenls in tlicse 
forests of ours: the Rciincnlaru\kn. Kholiuy. Per- 
i'l)uh and Koryukovka. 

is tlie R.C. doing? All its members are 
fully occupied with dclachmcnl duties: Yarcinenko 
is file commissar, Kapranov is the quartermaster. 
I'm in command... . Bear in mind that the people 
t>l the region don't know where we are. Not even 
all the Commutiists know. Can wc direct the whole 
region from here, especially with our me.nns of 
communication such as they arc? Can wc extend 
our influence to all the (.ommunisU, all the Kom¬ 
somol members, all our Soviet men and women? 
Should We strive for that? Let's discuss it. As for 
inyaclf." Popudrenko wound up. “I doubt it.” 

It was apparent that Nikolai Nikitich did not 
have very much faith in the feasibility of combin¬ 
ing Party and military, that is, partisan, work. 

"Our basic task,” he said, "is to support the 
Red Army from here, from behind the enemy lines. 
Wc must harass the fascists daily on the roads, 
blow up trains and railway bridges. Strike in small, 
light, mobile groups, and then take cover. Wc can't 
operate with big forces, wc can't base ourselves in 
one place... 

From the way he spoke it seemed at times that 
he was not certain he was right. He seemed to he 





tryiilg to convince not only me and all the other 

members of the underground K.C. hut himself as 
well. 

The man on duty burst excitedly into the head- 
quarters dugout. 

Pernal me, Comrade Commander. Scouts re- 
port German uniu moving from the direction of 
Novgorod-Seversk toward Kholmy. Motorized and 
cavalry_” 

Popudrenko adjourned the meeting. I had the 
feeling he did it Kith pleasure. He summoned the 
commanders and ordered them to have all the effec¬ 
tives of the detaohmeiil form ranks. Placing the 
scouts at the head of tlie column, he mounted his 
horse and commanded: 

Forward, double Lime, inarch!” 

Wc who had arrived that day did not go out 
on the operaUon; we decided to rest after our 
journey and wash up in the steam l).ith. Only 
about thirty.five people in all remained in the 
camp. \^‘e certainly would have had a lough Urae 
of it if the Hitlerites had thought of raiding us 
then! 

After a bath and a rest I decided on a tour of 
the camp. It had only five dugouts: headquarters, 
three lodgings and a hospital. The excavation for 
a sixth was being dug. Here a printing press would 

he installed and a newspaper and leaflets would 
Ite put out. 
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The roofs of ihe dugouts were barely notice¬ 
able mounds. They had been sodded, and some 
even had bushes planted on them. A passenger 
car had been dug half into the earth and cam»»u- 
llaged with branches. It was not easy to spot the 
partisans from the air. • 

From the ground, however, there was nothing 
• specially difTiciill about diseo\cring them, or 
penetrating into the camp as well. Ibrec sentries 
were on duty at a radius of one hundred to one 
hundred and fifty metres from Uie dugouts. and they 
di<In*l enmouflage themselves or take cover in fox- 
lioles. 

Two carpenters were making a bed for the 
printing press. I struck up a conversation with 
them. Then several more partisans came up. From . 
what they told me I saw that things in the de¬ 
tachment were going none too smoothly. 

The men «cre dissatisfied. With what? They 
lliemselves could not say offhand. They liked Po- 
pudrenko and they had full confidence in the other 
top-ranking comrades. But they were inrlignant 
about Kuznetsov, the <d»ief of staff: he drank to 
excess, was rude to the partisans, and, worst of all, 
was incompetent. 

Of Popudrenko they spoke with admiration: 
he was a brave, sensible and clever commander 
True, at times he overdid things, was rash. But he 
was just, and kind and attentive too. Toward^ the 



enemy he was as aggressive as anybod\ could de- 
Sire, and ycl— 

It took me quite some time to gras^. what lav 
behind that evasive “and ycl.” 

The men told me about an incident that oc¬ 
curred while the detachment was moving from Guli¬ 
na to the new place. On the way it was deeded to 
"i^pe out the starosta in the village of Kamka 
"ho was a traitor. He ran away, however, am! the 
||arfi^9 weren't able to catch him- In his shed 
the> found one hundred saddles which the Germans 
had left in his care. The saddles could have been 
taken along-they would have come in h.indv in the 
delachmenl-but they were burned, cither' out of 
mischief or m disappointment at the starosta’s escapt*. 

Why destroy things for nothing? It'd he 
dilTerenl if we really couldn't take them along.. 
Comrade Fyodorov, are we actually going to re- 
mam without any cavalry? Uo small-time fighting? 
Hop-skip and blow up a motorcycle here, kill a 
^rman there, and before vou know it poison a 
bloodhound and have a drink to celebrate: my. 
what fire-eating partisans!'* 

Tins was said by a sober, moustached chap of 
about forty. He was working on the excav.ition. 
Ihrusling his spa.Ie into the earth, he wiped his 
hands on his pants and went on: 

“Just take a good look at how we’re livin'^ 
Comrade Fyodorov, how we’re fighting and what 
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we're looking forward to. We're living off whal wag 
buried in ibc caches, ^e even cart flour to the 
neighbouring village- Out of our flour the women 
there will liakc iK broad and biscuits and pies willj 
iho greatest of pleasure, any time. Well, ami what 
when our flour gives out? .'Vre we going to go beg¬ 
ging from the women?" 

■'What d >ou nuMii give out?’ one of the cooks, 
a cheerful-looking woman, pul in with a wave of 
her hand. '’Tlicrc’s stocks, thev say. \ou. Kuimich. 
how long do >ou reckon on ligltting?” 

"If we go on fighting like this there’ll be stocks 
left over. Only tbe question is—for whom? The 
way I sec it. for the Germans, or those Magyars. 
They ntav l>c dumbheads, but they aren’t going to 
stand for us any loo long. Irirst they II polish off 
Ualahai. then Kozik and then l>cforc you know it 
Uicy’ll tackle us. Just look how many of those pu¬ 
nitive lroo])s have come! A battalions arrived in 
Pogorellsy.’’ 

Several more people came up from different 
parts of die camp and joined in the conversation. 
These qncstioius worried everybody. 

‘‘Why talk about flour and bacon? Look at 
the goings on here! Wliat’s the sense, say, of where 
they’re going now? Tlicy'll be lucky if they have 
a good look at those Germans on the road- Maybe 
they’ll even fire a few rounds. Just as likely there’ll 
l>e nothing. Just an excursion!” a macliine gun- 
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ner nho was wounded in bolh arms spal oul. ' The 

s^uts reported the Germans were m Orlovka But 

ihals fifteen kilometres away. Cover that on fool 

at double time all the way, besides, and with a 

tuJ kil and a light machine gun. 'l^erc and back 

makes thirty kilometres, and with detours and 

bypaths ail of forty. And the result’s tliree dead 
Germans. 

“But all that’s not the main thing,” Ku/mi.-h 
muHered. 

“WelL what is?” 

‘‘\^^iat d’you mean what?” he said in surprise 
Lveryhody knows the main thing is to hold out. 
Ihe Bed Army’l! slam 'em, and tlicn we pitch in. 
the army from the front and we from the rear. 
And Will we fight! \^Vve got to save our strength, 
lhals the main thing!” 

‘Do you intend saving it long?” 

‘It’s hard to say how long, but about three or 

our months anyway. WeVc got to go easy on food. 

If we go easy, ration it, then ivc’ll hold out ” 

I interrupted the speaker. “Just a minute, com. 

Fade. How long do you reckon on fighting? Three 

months? And wliat’s your opinion?" I asked the 
others- 

It appeared the others didn’t figure on fighting 
long either. 

Only one said eight months. The others shushed 
him up and called him a nut. 
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Frankly speaking, 1 myself did nol belioe the 
war would' last longer. 

After thinking over what 1 had heard, apprais- 
iiig the first jiarl of I’opudrcnko's report and re¬ 
calling the impression left by the Ichnya detach- 
menl. I saw that the main trouble lay exactly in 
those words ^^hold outJ* 

The men loo were evidently beginning to under- 
stand tliat for small and siatlercd groups even 
holding out was impossible: ibat the tactics of 
iniiior. siioradir. unplanned raids was dangerous 

And ns if in coiifinnalion <>f this. Popudrcniko 
returned toward mominp cmpty-haTuIcd. 

‘^Thc Gormans rode while w'C walked, the men, 
>;ct to the skin and dead tired; said irritably. “How 

eould we ever chase them?" 

The operation fell through, naturally, because 
it was faullilv planned. Popudrenko himself was 
dissalisfiod with the outcome but he did not want 
to admit it in so many words. He took a drink 
to drown his disappointment and then stretched 
out next to me and said he was going to go to 
sleep. 

“Ah, Alexei Fyodorovich," he said a minute 
later, with a forced laugh. “I thought a drink 
would pul me to sleep. Uut no—even liquor doean t 
help_Wc’rc wrong somewhere, Alexei Fyodo¬ 

rovich. Something’s got to be changed." 
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1 told him frankly that 1 con'idcred the line 
the command of the detachment had been pursuini: 
hitherto to be incorrect. The forces had to he unit¬ 
ed. not diviiled. Similv we would bo jiuaJ^hcd be¬ 
fore we knmv it. A big detachment could carr)- out 
substantial operations. cru*h enemy garrisons, 
could attack the German fascists instead of simply 
defending itself against them. 

At first we spoke softly so as not to wake our 
comrades. But the topic was so absorbing we raised 
our voices witliout being aware of it. and soon 
we noticed llial evervone Iving on the bunks wa.s 
listening to us. .\nd since here were all the R.C. 
member.'!, it turned out to be a natural continuation 
of the morning meeting. 

Without lighting a lamp or getting up Ka;)- 
Miiov and Novikov, and then Dni(•|>rov'!k^ 
(whom we had co-opted into the H.C.t look the 
floor. 

A very serious threat already hung over us, it 
appeared. The Germans and .Magyars had virtually 
surrounded our groups. It was not that they had 
set up on unbroken frontline, but there were Ger¬ 
man garrisons in almost all the district centres 
and villages within a radius of thirty to forty kil* 
ometres: in some the enemy had already massed 
special units to comliat the partisans. 

The nearvst place was Pogoreltsy. in which a 
punitive detachment about the size of a battalion 
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had arrived a few days before. Enemy scouts had 
bo^nn filing out the forest and were giving the 
Perelyiib detachmcait trouble daily. 

“Ibiiabai asked Loshakov for help,” Kapranov 
said, "but he afisuered, ‘It's none of our business. 
Do your own fighting.* And what's Baiabai got? 
Only twenty-seven partisans.” 

The majoriiy of the comrades agreed on the 
need for merging all the dctachmenU stationed in 
the Reimentarovka Forest Popudrenko «lid too. 
an<l< having done so he %vasted no time -he was 
not that kind of man. He got out of bed, lit the 
lamp and wrote out an order for the commanders 
of all Uic detachments to report to hcadi|ijartcr8 
in the moniing. 

“What do YOU think?” I asked. "Will they all 
consent to a merger?” 

hy, Alexei Fyodorovich, they dream about 
it themselves,” Popudrenko replied. 

\^’e decided to discuss another question with 
the commandeis too, one which could no longer be 
put off: what to do about admitting new men into 
the detachment There were many applicants—big 
groups, small ones and simply unattached men. 

* ♦ * 

On November 19 the commanders and commis¬ 
sars of the detacluncnts gathered: Balabai, No- 
kliaba. Vodopyanov. Kurochka. Kozik. Korotkov. 
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Loshakov, Druzhinin and Dessarah. Al) ihc K.C. 
members as well as platoon comniamlers Gromenko 
and Kalinovsky of the regional detachment took 
part in the conference too. 

On my oi^Ti responsibility I invited another per- 
son. ThU was Lieutenant Rvanov, whom practical¬ 
ly nobody knew as yet. He had .-ome to the de- 
tachment shortly before us. 

Rvanov, a shy-looking, soft-spoken man of me¬ 
dium height, made a far from striking first im- 
pression. He had a wounded arm, besides, and one 
would have thought he should be having it treated 
instead of holding a position of command. For all 
that I introduced him to the comrades as the chief 
of staff of the future united detachment. 

^Tiy had I appointed a totil stranger to a 
position of command? Nobody asked me this ques¬ 
tion, but I could read it in the eyes of the majori¬ 
ty of those pr«cnt. I had good reasons, of course, 
which I had told only to Popudrenko and to Ya- 
remenko. the commissar of the deUchment. They 
agreed '^ith me. 

It was quite hot in the headquarters <Iugoul. 
The gathering was a large one, and some had to 
sit on the floor. I advised Uic comrades to take olT 
their coats, which they did. All but Bessarab, the 
commander of one of the local detachments. For 
him this was easier said than done, so bedecked 
was he with gear: two pistols, several hand gre- 
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rMde>. a map case, field plasses* a compass a?id so 
ay ficlts one wondered how he kept from get¬ 
ting langlexi up in lliem. 

Stepan Fcofanovich Bessarab, a thiclcscl man of 
about forty, was chairman of a kolkhoz before the 
war. Although he had not made a go of liis job. 
he \Nas widely known in the locality and carried 
a certain measure of weight. He was well knowm. 
loo. hreause in llie collortivizalion j)eriod a kulak 
had tried to kill him—ha<f fired through .a windou 
and wounded him in the head. 

Bessarab was a sluggish fellow, flc didn't much 
like to gel ahoiit. or to open his mouth either. 

hen circumstances did compel him to say a 
sentence or two. he invanahlv cleared his throat, 
paused, started olT with “ahem*’ and ‘‘er" and tlten 
frecl) spnnkicci his speech with these two inter¬ 
jections. V^lien people thought of Kim, the first 
thing they rcm<*mhered was his “ahem'’ and “er.” 

Ahom. er, I guess I won't take ofT my coat. 
Fr. don I feel well. Afraiil, ahan, of catching a 
cold.” 

I must stress at this point, though, that Rw- 
.<virah l>ecnme a partisan on his own initiative. And 
the people of his kolkhoz had followed him, ac- 
kiiow’ledging him as their commander. There was no 
douhl about his being a loyal Soviet citizen. 

Practically everybody 1 met at the conference 
had l»een interviewed by me in Chernigov before 


24 



he became a partisan commander or member of 
the K C. I have already- told about tJ.e change in 
KopuHrenko’s appearance and ways, the other, 
dressed and acted difTerently loo. 

It was still too early to speak about change- 
in character. Yet to a certain degree the new out¬ 
ward appearance reflected each man’.s inner state, 
by his clothes and his gcar -lo l>e more exact \n 
the way he wore his quilled jacket, hat and pistol 
the comrade seemed to saying: this U what 1 
want to be like among the partisans. 

Popudrenko’s cocked fur hat, Bessarab's rob 
lection of belts. Fyodorov’s moustache, the white 
collar band on Balaliai’s army tunic, the rouHi 
manner adopted by Kuroclika, secretary- of the 
Knolmy district committee, who was the kindest 
and friendliest of mcn-all this seemed .somewhat 
oslentatiou.-. as is always the case irith novices. 

Yes. as partlsan.s and underground fighters 

we were novices. First.graders. Most of us ha<l 

no fmv years of work behind us. had long since 

found our place in life, and now here we were 

in the forest, in a dugout. surrounded by enemy 
Iroops. . ,. ^ 


My attention was drau-n to the agronomist Gro- 
nirnko. now a platoon commander. Before the war 
he worked in the Chernigov Regional Land Depart- 
ment, and now he looked as if he were at some 
conference there. His appearance was absolutely 
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uncJianpcd. This struck me as being even more de 
liberate than Bessarabs belts. I asked him the 
usual fjuestion: 

‘‘How're things?’* 

Me was pleased by my aHention- ‘Things are 
all right. Alexei Fyoiforovich.” he answered eager¬ 
ly. “except fliat I clidn t liavc time to evacuate 
my wife. And she’s about to give birth. She’s 
with her folks in the village. There are Cennaiis 
there.” 

“So that’s what’s on your mind.” I thought. It 
was only natural for Gromenko to be thinking 
about his wife. But I had expected him to speak 
about his platoon or about tlie condition of the 
detachment. 

-Meanwhile Gromenko continued; 

“You don’t rcmemlMJr my wife from when we 
lived in Chernigov, do you? Well, I suppose one 
can’t rememl)er everybody.. .. She’s in a village 
•ibotii forty kilometres from hero. I ought to pay her 
a visit, hut on the other hand I think maybe not. 
.Inst extra he.irtachc... 

To tell the truth. I couldh’l advise him. Ii Itad 
never entered my head that such questions might 
arise at this conference- 

“All riglit," I said. “We’ll discuss it afterwards. 
We’ll think of something.’’ 

Popudrenko told the comrad’es why they had 
been called together and asked ea«h commander 
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ho(^^• he looked upon merging tlie detarhmenls into 
a single one under my command. The maiorilv 
they were for it. 

The opinion of the majority wa«. ‘it’s high 
time. Otherwise we’re done for.” 

Only Bessarab announced, after some medita- 

non that he would have to talk it over witli 

his detachment comrades. \^-hen we told him the 

K-t. of the Party recommended the merger he 
said: 

‘T’ll, ahem, er, think it over a bit. Ut vou knmv 
tomorrow morning.” 

Don’t forget, then. Comrade Bessarab. \^'e’ll 
l>e expecting you at nine tomorrow mornin". When 
; ou come we’ll sign the order.” 

We went over to the second question: our at¬ 
titude toward the individuals and groups that wanf 

Jo jojn thr dclachment. 

Quite a few of them were roaming about the for¬ 
est; there were tlie remnants of smashed units, 
escaped prisoners of war and men making their 
way to the front out of encirclement. AH were 
armed. One group even had a heavy machine gun. 
Kut these men felt like outsiders in the Rcimen- 
tarovka Forest: they had dilTicultv finding their way 
about, by far not all of them dared to mingle 
watJi the inhabitants of the district, they had no 
ni^unilion, t^ir uniforms were in rags, they 
suffered from the cold' and. wrsl of all, they were 
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starving. Almost all of these groups N^ere a«^king 
to he tvkm into the detachments. 

An argument flared up. Rvanov. flushed with 
agitation, indicated the <loor with his e)cs. as much 
as to say to me. ‘‘Wouldn't it be better if I stopped 
out while this qin^slion is being disciiss»xl?" It 
was indeed a matter concerning men in \\i< position. 
He was the onlv reprcsenlativo at the conference of 
the ‘‘strangers," that is, the men not yet admittcnl 
officially into the detachment. 

“Slay where you arc," I told him. “It'll be in¬ 
teresting to hear your opinion too." 

Loshakov, the commander of the ravalrv 
group, n l>ig sullejwlookiiig chap who was as dark¬ 
-skinned as a Gypsy, said: 

“What do you mean admit them? ! don't see 

4 

why we ought to sidestep vigilance all of a surhlen 
like that. In Chernigov you yourself. Comrade Fyo¬ 
dorov. and the oIIuy secretaries of the R.C, warned 
us to maintain the strictest secrecy. And now? It 
turns out vigilance goes by the Imard. l^t in ev¬ 
er von e who wonts to.... What's a guv who came 
out of cncirricmciit. anvwav? That means he didn't 
die in hatlle. Tahe him into tlic partisans here in 
llu’ forest and he won’t want lo die here either, 
he'll l>cpin hiding l>clnnd somebody olsc's bacJ<. 
And that goes double for a prisoner of war. Once 
Ito was a prisoner it mean? he surrendered. No. we 
don’t need lliat kind. 'I'he Parly pickeni tis and oon- 


28 



firmed us. You I know. Kurochka I know, and 
Besssrab and Kozik too. 1 xe got everv right to 
depend on them. The same goes for the men. W e 
know them all; we know all about Uiein." 

Next to take the floor xvas Balabai. He coun¬ 
tered Loshakov heatedly. To tell the truth. I had 
not expected such fire from him. .Alexander Petro¬ 
vich Balabai, a history teacher and principal of the 
Perelyub school, had been describe 1 to me as a 
retiring fellow given to an even-lein])crc(l, well- 
ordered life. He had been appointed principal only 
a short time before. People praised bim for the or¬ 
der and cleanliness in the school and its fine edn- 
national methods- “A young but thoughtful and 
reliable educator’*—tlial was the appraisal 1 licard 
most often when Ral.ibai’s name came up. Be¬ 
sides. I had been told that he xvasa happy 
newlywed. Involuntarily I had pictured him to Jk* 
a quiet, blissful soul entirely taken up with 
his school, his wife and a little house with 
a garden. 

He turned out to be a man of poxverful build, 
in a Rod Army officer’s uniform which suited him 
very well. He held his head* intentionally high; his 
white collar was no accident either, and he had 
come to the conference closely shaven. It would 
have been fine if all the comrades took him as an 
example. And although he blushed like a girl 
while he sjKike. I could see that this shy-looking 
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fellow knew how to stand up for himself and his 
I'rinciples. Tliis is what he said: 

“W lial of it if we've remained behind volunta* 
nly? \^'hal special merit is there in that? We’d 
have to fi”hl anyway, and it seems to me it's always 
better to tight as a volunteer than as a draftee. 
Tfiat means we’re the same kind of soldiers as the 
Ked'Army men. hat's there to be especially proud 
of? Comrade Popudreiiko rcprimandt'd me l>ecause 
our dclaclimenl took in fne men uho'd been in en¬ 
circlement. But they’ve shown themselves to be 
good fellows; they've p^ove<^ it in action. A group 
of twenty-six men headed by Avk.sentvev is hiding 
out in our forest. And we all know ibey’re good 
im-n. Tbrir division received an order from the 
rommond to break out of encirclement in small 
groups. They're carrying out ilml order. But if they 
push on farther to llic front many of them will 
uerish. In my opinion it would be more correct to 
take them in. In my opinion we ought to take in 
ovcr)body who genuinely wants to figlil the fascists. 
.\nd as for those who were in encirclement, as a 
rule they’re men who don’t want to surrender, who 
hold out to the last. Tl>ey’re partisans already. On. 
iy the>‘’rc not organized- We have to help them 
organize. Tliey'rc armed men and this isn’t their 
first day in war. They’ll be useful to us....” At 
this point Balaboi took a long pause. He ran his 
eyes over the gathering, gave a deep sigh, and 
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added in a lone of regret, ‘‘In my opinion it would 
be a crime not to take in the men who were encir¬ 
cled. Yes, a crime!” he concluded firm!,. 

W'ell, ahem, er, Alexander Petrovich went off 
the deep end,” Bessarab remarked, shaking; hi.< 
head. 

“Do you want to speak?” I asked- 

Bessarab looked up at me, tliought for a mo¬ 
ment and tlicn sajd importantly: 

I can. I hold that if the encircled men feel like 
Jl, let them, ahem, organize themselves. It’s not for 
them we, er, made tlie preparations and hunted 
for equipment, and especially food. I say out and 
out—I’m against it.” 

And what if the R.C. asks you very much?" 
I could not refrain from putting in. “What then. 

Comrade Bessarab? V^’ill you comply witli our re¬ 
quest?” 

“About taking in men?” 

“In general, what’s your attitude toward the 
B.C. of the Party directing the partisan movement 
in the region? You’re a Party member, aren’t you?’’ 

Bessarab went into a sulk- His eyes reddened. 
Knitting his brow.s, he said glumly: 

“I know tlie Party Rules. But on the matter 
under discussion ni>' opinion is no. I'he only ex¬ 
ception can be on the territorial principle. I can. 
ahem, er, take an encircled man into the partisans 
if he used to live in our district, seeing as we’re 
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called upon to defend our district. It can’t 
1 h‘ lli.il everybody ^vho wants to should 
taken in. . . 

lie said all this Bessarab stared sullenly at 
Rvanov. Everyone understood ibis \>as the man he 
saw at the bottom of Uic trouble. The other com* 
rnaiufors also sur\'cye<l the unknown lieutenant 
v>ith none loo frirn<lly eyes. 

1 intended issainp an order appointing Rvotiov 
chief of stall of tlie united dotachinonl without giv¬ 
ing anv explanations, therehv at the same lime 
preparing the men for the introduction of army 
discipline. Naturall>\ before taking lltat <iccision 
I ha<l <pie>tioruNl Rvanov about his previous army 
service and had seen from hi^ an.swers that he was 
a man of staijiichiicss and, mo>t important of all, 
an onWer of the regular army wdlh a splendid 
kn<nvle«lge of military ladies. .\noUicr thing I 
liked about Rvaiiov was that despite )us harrowing 
(‘xperiejue lu* liad re1aine<l his officer’s bearing, 
had not ri]>(K*d o(T his insignia of rank and had 
sorneliow even managed lo kwp his tunic, breeches 
and boots neat. 

Actually, what I had called was ncilhcr a mil- 
ilary. partisan nor even i\ Parly conferonce; it was 
simply called out of habit, I had not >el got usod 
lo issuing orders, and the comrades weitm'l used to 
the idea that I was not only a Party leader but a 
commander as woU. Before mo sal Soviet and Party 
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officials, agronomists, engineers, a kolkhoz chair- 
*nan, a schoolteacher.... The majority of them, 
and in particular those who objected to taking in 
the encircled men, had not yet experienced at first 
hand either the real hardships of war or actual 
danger. They knew only by hearsay what encircle¬ 
ment was, who the men who had bee-n in it were 
and what trials bad befallen them. It would do 
them good to find this out. And at the same lime 
they would realize why I had appointed Rvaiiov 
chief of staff. 

“Dmitri Ivanovich,” I said to Rvanov, inter¬ 
rupting Bessarab, “I will ask you to tell us how 
you landed in this forest.” 

My addressing Rvanov by his name and patro¬ 
nymic* evoked surprise among the comrades- And 
surprise, as is known, heightens attention. Rvanov 
was surprised too. But he rose with alacrity and 
threw back his shoulders. 

“Is my biography wanted?” he asked. 

“No, the purpose is this: by your example 1 
Want to show the comrades who the men that were 
encircled are and why they should be taken into 
the partisans.” 

“All right, ril be as brief as I can. I was in 
action from the first day on. My last post, since the 
fifteenth of July, forty-one, was chief of staff of an 
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infantry baltalioiu \\ as cited tuice for efTicicnt 
operations, by the rc^ment commander and the 
clinsion commander. On the ninth of September, 
at ninc4hirt), the Cernuns outflanked the village 
of Luziki in I^oiiornitsa District \'hcre we were 
stationed. I was in Jicadcpjirlers with three mes¬ 
sengers. The Germans opened up machine.gun fire 
at tlic headquarters huL \\c only had tommy guns, 
pistols and a carabine. The boys gave me a cover 
of tommy-gun fire, i took the most important staff 
papers, ran acroN^ the street an.I dropped down in 
a patch of mlllit. Began returning firo from my 
carabine. Laid low five Fritzes. They were drunk. 
Tliat helped me wipe them out. But a bullet got 
me in the arm. I crawled over to a hole, There was 
manure and garbage in it. I buried the papers in 
thegarlwige. strapped my wounded arm arul crawled 
ofT tow'ard a house. I crowded along a fence, 
(.ame to a hole in the fence. Here lay assistant 
platoon commander Kiselev. He was wounded in 
the left shoulder an<l the right palm. He had man- 
nge<l to knock a board out of the fence but didr^t 
have the sirengUi to crawl through the opening. 
'Comrade Lieutenant, save me.' )\c iK^ggi^d. 

'‘Somehow' wccrawlc^d into the yard. Meanwhile 
the Ccmians had taken full possession of the vil¬ 
lage. We crawled into a shed. Inside was a suckling 
in a stall and some hay, Kiselev began feeling 
very l)ad, I covered him with hay and dug myself 



in tw. At eleven hours Kiselev turner' limp He 
asked for u-ater. At thirteen hours an ohl woman 
came m to feed the suckling. I asked her for some 
'vatcr. she saw how much blood there was 

she advised us to surrender. We told her that was 
impossible. At sixteen-twenty, some Germans came 
mto tlie yard and sUrted talking to the old woman. 
Kiselev and I agreed ll.al if they came, ue'd do 
them m first and then ourselves. We heard the 
Gcrma^ ask her. ‘Mamka, any Rus?’ Two omcere,’ 
she said, ‘were here and went away.’ 

“When It got dark, we climbed tJirough the hole 
m the fence and crawled through Uie millet to die 
forest. The regiment had been set the objective of 
capturing Ronornitsa. I laid our course according, 
ly. Kiselev and I walked all night. At dawn we 
were fired upon as we came out into a clearin'^. 

1 laid a course west. There were lots of tracks and 
Ihe marks of Russian boots on the road. We fob 
lowed die road and came to a village. I le.arned 
diat our men had pa.^sed through four hours be- 
fore. A woman gave us a piece of cloth and a little 
bread and makhorka. Vi e had a bite an<l a smoke, 
bandaged our wounds and set out again, to catch 
up. We went through Reimentarovka. Almost ran 
into a German scout patrol there. Then we went on 
to Savenki, seven kilometres ahead. Now Kiselev 
had to rest every fifty metres. It took us five hours 
to get to Savenki. The Ubed River lay along the 
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^vay. We foixlej it at a carl track. I carried Kiselev 
so lie wouldn't drown. Entered Savenki at twenty- 
two fifteen. Knocked on the door of a house. Kise¬ 
lev was bleeding to death. He fell against the door.” 

Rvanov spoke in Uic jerky, terse style of a re¬ 
port. He stood erect, without leaning on anything, 
while wc who li.slened cither sat or reclined. From 
his manner of speech and his bearing we could 
see tliat before us was a seasoned officer who uiuler 
no circumstance would forget that he representt'd 
the Soviet Army. Druzhinin walked up from 1>C- 
Iiind, bent close to my car and said in a loud whis¬ 
per. so that many others heard: 

“It's not for Revsarah or for Loshakov to judge 
whether Rvanov should I'C taken into the parti¬ 
sans but rallicr for Rvanov to decide who of us is 
any good.” 

Meanwhile Rvanov continued to report. He 
told how an elderly kolkhoz woman, Natalia Khav. 
dei, and her ftfleon-ycar-old son Misha had given 
Kiselev and him.self shelter. They bandaged their 
wounds, fed them and put them to sleep. \^‘hcn iho 
Germans came into Savenki, the woman told them 
tliat Kiselev was her son. As for Rvanov, he went 
olT to live in the forest; from time to lime he 
stole into llie village for food and to dress his 
wound. Ho contacted the secretary of the village 
Party organization, Dusya Oleinik, and throu^ 
her the partisans of the rcgion.al detachment. 
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Without his audience being aware of it. Rvanov 
went over from an account of himself to a speech. 
And I must say he was heard with attejition and 
sympathy. 

“Through the secretary of the Party organiza¬ 
tion the wounded soldiers quartered in the villace 
have received and are continuing to receive food 
from you. comrades. Your feldsher visiu them, 
dresses their wounds, gives them medicine. That’s 
good. Many thanks to you. But only receiving 
Iielp. and not taking part in the fight himself—tha't 
doesn’t become the Soviet man. Some of the 
wounded have already recovered. I feel it my duty 
to say that there are no few honest Soviet people 
in the woods around your camp. It’s very painful 
for them not to be recognized as friends. If my 
opinion means anything to you, I ask you to con¬ 
sider my proposal too: to count the 26lh group, 
Karpusha s and L}senko’s groups and the others 
as partisan detachments and to incorporate them 
into the regional detachment on a par with the 
local ones.” 

Two or three others took the floor. I remember 
Druzhinin’s brief and energetic speech: 

Actually, comrades, there’s nothing to argue 
about. We’re fighting a war. We are a military 
unit of a peculiar kind. Whetlicr we want it or 
not there’ll be losses in our ranks- And the losses 
will have to be made good or else we are finished 
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as a military unit, as a partisan drl.-iclimcnf. Inci¬ 
dentally. ] niys«*lf came to you out of eiu ircleincnt. 
only I was loft hcliind bcforeliand. Some sav I 
was taken in berause I come from Chernisov Ke- 
pion and the chiefs know jue. Some say we took 
in Dnieprovsky as one of our own for the same 
re.isons. Ilessarah has e\en proposed taking in only 
Chernigov men. or. for that matter, only residents 
of the district in which tlie detachment was formed. 
Dial idea is wron" and hirmful. That kind of 
localism won't lead to anythin" "ood. Our native 
land is the whole Soviet Union and not Heimcn- 
tarovka District or Ponornitsa District. On the in¬ 
structions and at the call of the Party, partisan 
detachments were formed and left behind before¬ 
hand. Wliy was it ncs'cssary to pick for these de¬ 
tachments men the R.C. knew? llcrause lliev were 
to make up the core., the foiindalioii of the par¬ 
tisan movement. It's naive to think we can 
(lo anything hy ourselves, without the support 
of the people, without resen'es, without replace¬ 
ments. . . 

"The question seems clear, comrades, eh?” I 
a.-iked, and although not ever^lmdv answvrcd afTtr- 
malively, I promptly closed the conference. 
"Tomorrow you'll get the order.” 

Be.saarab gave me a puzdo i look and whispered 
somelJxing to Kapranov, who sat next to him. Dien 
he turned to Losliakov and whispered to him. 
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“Isn’t ever>lhing clear. Comrade Be?^arab?” 
I asked. 

He made no reply. An awkward silence set in. 
Kapranov answered for him: 

He asks how come there isn’t anv decision. 
He says how is it we don’t adopt a resolution. Vi liy 
waa he disturbe^d, summoned here?” 

I burst out laughing. Several others joined in. 
But by far not everybody. 

I had to repeat that they would receive the 
order the next day. 

* f- * 

That night Rvanov drew up the order. Instead 
of signing it at once I decided to wail for Bessarab. 
He bad promised to come by nine o’clock in the 
tnoming. But here it was ten already. Popiidrcnko 
recollected that a monlli before he had askfvl tlie 
commanders to send in lists of the Part) members, 
and everybody had done so but Ik’ssarab. Me did 
not refuse but simply kept putting it olT. V^'hen 
Popudrenko sternly demanded as R.C. secretary that 
Ills instructions be carried out, Bessarab grumbled 
that there was no peace for him any place; even in 
ihc forest he wasn’t his own boss.., , 

We were in no special need of Bessarab's con¬ 
sent It was not for the sake of democracy that we 
were waiting for his decision. \Vc saw that at heart 
he WM balking, and we wanted to know how far 
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he would go. And why u5e compulsion before the 
proper time? Maybe tlie man would think it over, 
would realize that he was on the wrong path 

At eleven oVIoek. w lu n I saw that liessarab wasn't 
coming, I ordered a horse anti set out for his jtlacc 
together with the commissar and a group of men. 

“Vi'ell. boys. %vc*re off to subdue the duke,” I 
joked. 

At tJie approaches to Bessarab’s camp a sentr)' 
!=toppe(I us. .As we later learned, he had been instruct- 
cd to detain anybody who raine from the regional 
detachment an<l to sotiml tlie alarm if lliev tried to 
force their way in. lie knew us, however. aii<) let 
us through. \^e rode into the camp and found it in 
a pe.ireful. sleepy state. 

It was a serene and prosperous manor. Laundry 
wa.s dr>ing on lines strung u|) between trees: shirts, 
fool cloths and even l>ed sheet.*. Opposite, carcasses 
of heef and mutton hung from branches- A young 
fellow sat on the ground dressing a freshly-slaugh- 
terod hog. Tliere wore many carcasses, far more than 
in tlie regional detachment; x-ct we had three limes 
as many men, and Kapranov, our quartermaster, 
know his joh too. 

Smoke curled up from the kitchen, and such a 
fanUalizing smell was wafted over that my adjutant 
shlffed his eyes in that direction and wet his lips. 

We rode up to the kitchen—a high, room-y 
dugoul. In the middle stood a big tabic with a 
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stack of juicy hamburgers. A young parlis.m an.l 
two cooks were in cliarge. One of tijem, a pretty. 

vivacious girl named Lcnoclika. struck a proud pose 
at the sight of us. 

Doing well by yourselves,” I said, pointing to 
the liamburgers. 

, you,” ^enochka chirped back, 

bhould we star\-e? You think you*re going to feed 
yourselves at our expense and then send us begging? 
Popudrenko tried to lame us but it didn’t work. We 
like freedom.,. 

So that s how Bessarab's trained you to dance 
to his tune? Well, all right, we’ll pay him a visit. 
Where doc^ he live?’* 

Unochka showed us Bessarab’s dugout. ‘‘Noth¬ 
ing’ll come of it!” she shouted after us. 

At the entrance to the dugout we were met by 
Stepan Ostatny. Bo-sarab’s deputy. He measured me 
with a frowning look and in reply to my greeting 
gave a nod. He let us pass into the dugout. however 
The dugout was a mess. Papers, slices of bread 
and chunks of potato were strmvn on the table. Tlie 
floor was littered with cigarclte butts. Tlic inches 
and stools stood every which way. Obviously, after 
a conference licre the previous evening, they had 
all got up and left the place as it was. Tliey had 
made no preparations to receive “guests,” 

The chief was in bed behind a calico curtain. 
Our arrival had roused him. 
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“^’e got to bed hte last night,” Ostatny thought 
it necessary to explain. 

‘‘Don t offer any explanations.” a woman's voice 
spoke lip from beliind the curtain. ‘‘You’re not in a 
inililia station.” 

My adjutant drew aside the curtain. Bessarab, 
in hoots, breeches and tunic, lay on top of a blanket 
on a trestle bed. Me turned his face to the wall. 
greeted him- He muml lcil something but showed 
no desire to turn around. On the e<lge of the bed. 
next to B^*«sarab. sat his wife. She looked sleepy and 
dislievolled. 

Two more of Ressarah’s right-hand men. Jan 
Poly.-insky and Slikolyar, came in. They assumed 
challenging poses. 

Without waiting for an invitation 1 sal down 
on a stool. 

‘‘Wh.il decision have you romc to. Comrade Bes- 
sar.al)?” I asked. “We wailed all morning for you. 
After all, it’s very important for us to Icam the 
results of your meditations.” 

Bessarab uent on lying with his back to us and 
w-heezing. 

“I’m speaking to )ou. Comrade Bessarab. Do 
you think wc\’c come here to ask for your daugh¬ 
ter’s hand?” 

His wife replied for him. ‘‘\^'ho inutod vou? 
You can go. we’re not holding you back.” 

“She your deputy, Comrade Bessarab?” 
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‘■Yes. his deputy. V^Hiat's it to you?” 

I could not refrain from saying a few strong 
words. Tlie woman gave a screech and ran out of 
the dugout. 

Bessarab rose lazily. ‘‘You’ve got no call, ahem, 
er, chiselling in on somebody else's glory.” 

What kind of glory have you got anyway? 
Silting here and eating the kolkhoz folk out of 
house and home? Comrade Yareinenko.” I said to 
the commissar, “while I have a talk here with 
the chief will you please assemble the whole 
detachment?” 

Bessarab looked surprised but said nothing. 

“Well, now,” I said when Yarcmetiko had gone 
out, “tell Us about your glory.” 

I knew, however, what Bessarab had in mind. 

Little though the regional detachment liad ac¬ 
complished in this period, its men were not silting 
^vilh arm.s folded- Now a bridge caved in, thcji a 
German truck blew up on a mine; now a traitorous 
etarosta vanished without a trace, then a group of 

invaders landed in a roadside ditch with their heads 
smashed in. 

The people of the surrounding villages knew 
that on instructions from the district committee of 
the Parlv, Bessarab started forming a partisan de¬ 
tachment even before the Germans came. 

His detachment was made up entirely of local 
men. Every now and Uien they dropped in on their 





relatives and friends, and naturallv they never ob- 
jecled wlicn the operations of at) llie groups and 
<leLiclui>nits based in these forests were ascribed by 
the population to Bessarab’s partisans. 

“Out with it. don’t bo bashful.” 1 urged. 

‘‘I op<Talecl on the flank of the lH7th Divi¬ 
sion. ... I. aliem. er. have a citation from the com¬ 
mand. .. 

Meanwhile Yaremenko had assembled about 
tv.-enty partisans and linctl them up near the head¬ 
quarters dugoul. 

We stcpj)od outside. I made Ostatny and Shkol- 
yar and Bessarab himself join the line. 

“From now on. comrades.” I said, ‘‘all the 
detachments ba-sed in this forest are merged 
into one. That is a decision of the R.C. of the 
Party and of regional headquarters. That is what 
life demands. Docs anybody have anything to 
say?” 

Bossaral) made a move fonvard. 

‘‘Wail. We’ve done enough talking with you 
already. Wc know your opinion.” 

Shkolyar. Polyansky and o comrade I did not 
know spoke. Like a lesson learned by heart, each 
Tnaintainod that a merger would be fatal. Stocks 
were giving out fast, and soon there wouldn’t be 
an)"lhing to eat. If the detachments were merged, 
they would lo.se the nviin advantage of partisans: 
mobility and the possibility of concealment. 
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Polyansky bent over backwards. “\^’hat's t’le 
use of talking?” he said. “It's clear \\ hat's behind all 
this. It's all clear to u.s. The K-C. needs to lie low. 
Hie R.C. needs a guard. It hasn’t enougli men of 
its owTi, and they're all city fellows besides—first 
thing you know they’ll get lost in a clump of tliree 
pines.... You want to gel into heaven at somebody 
else’s expense.” 

I had to cut the meeting short- Yaremenko ex¬ 
plained the aims of the merger to tlie partisans and 
reminded them about partisan and Party disci¬ 
pline. I read out the order to the line: 

‘‘As of today the district detachment, formed 
at the initiative of the district committee of 
the Party, is incorporated into the united partisan 
detachment and will henceforth be called the 
3rd Platoon. I appoint Bessarab commander 
and Grechko political instructor. Polyansky 
is placed at the disposal of detachment head¬ 
quarters.” 

I told Bessarab to appear the next dhy to make 
a report. Polyansky I took along witli me. 

That was how tlie existence of the duchy came 
to an inglorious end and the combat history of 
the 3rd Platoon began. 

That evening all the commanders received the 
order uniting into one the regional, Koryukovka, 
Kholmy and Reimentarovka detaohmcnls, as well 
as the groups of men who had broken out of 
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encirclement and had taken the path of partisan 
struggle. 

The combined force was named the Stalin 
Partisan Detacliment. 


* * * 

The order went iiilo effed. I hccainc the com¬ 
mander of quite a sizable partisan dctaciiniciit. 

But issuing the order was not enough. Novs- we 
had to start organizing the rt'giona) delachincnl. 
\Vc had to demonslxale by deeds tliat we did not 
nrerge in vain. As for myself, I still had to win a 
commander's prestige in the eyes of llic comrades. 

1 had never luvn in contmnnd of an independ¬ 
ent military unit in iny life. After the Civil War 
I commanded a platoon in a railway regiment for 
a while. But that was almost twenty years ago. 
What comparison coiihl there be. anyway? Tliore 
I reported daily to exporicnceid commanders; the 
regiment had a coordinated, well thought-out struc¬ 
ture and long cstablisliej order, llic enemy 
we fought in those bygone days were insignificant 
bandit gangs. But some of the knowlctlge I acquired 
in the cavalry a-hool in 1920 came in good 
stead now. I called to mind pointers from my 
combat experience, and some of the information 
I had picked up during tlie short-term training 
periods in army camps stuck in my memory.... 

It later transpired, however, Umt a military 
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schooling was not the only thing neodoj to make 
a good partisan comniamlrr. Some olhcers o( tlie 
regular army felt lost under partisan condition^ 
and uere unable to command. 'Hie men \'ho liad 
studied in special military schools spoke regret¬ 
fully of tlie fact that little or notliing had bi'cn 
taught about tltc tactics of partisan warfare. 

It was not williout misgivings tluit I took the 
post of commander upon .myself. I feared tlial 
daily operative leadership of the Jelachmenl might 
interfere with my main work—that of secretary 
of the underground K.C. of the I’arty. Popudrciiko 
had already liad a taste of coml»ining tlie U^o jobs. 
It hadn’t been to his liking. 

But tlie H.C. members had come to a unanimous 
decision; tlie first tiling \»as to consolidate the 
detachment. 

This was correct, of course. It was time to get 
down to real work. Myriads of problems uere 
arising. There tunied out to bo any number of 
men desirous of talking things over uith me. st'ek- 
ing my advice, and even of gossiping. .And some 
came to me and demanded, “Once you’re the com- 
niander—shell out! Give us guns, give us am* 
munition, give us men, give us food!” 

First of all a precise assignment of duties had 
to be made- 

In the legally-functioning U.C., in peacetime, 
the study and selection of pcojde for leading posts 
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is a l)ig collective job. Before the R.C. bureau rec* 
omniei«Ls thU or that Communist for a lea<ling 
post, it studies him a long time, gathers llie opinions 
of other comrades al>out his abilities, his knowledge, 
his integrity. It weighs all the pros and cons. Some, 
times transferring a person to anotlier post or re¬ 
moving him l>e<'aii»e of uniitiic.ss takes no little 
time too. 

And under partisan conditions? People lud to 
he studied, the principles renuined the same—our 
Bolshevik principles. But it was of course impos¬ 
sible to convene the B.C. every time to confirm an 
appointment. 

“They appointed Hvanov chief of staff. \^'hy 
Rvanov? \^’c'vc got old and experienced Parry- 
workers. Chernigov men. \^'c’vc got secretaries of 
di.strirt commiltci's, chairmen of district Soviets. 
And all of a sudden, if you please, a youngster of 
t^s•cnly•four. A lieutenant. An expert indeed! Kuz* 
netsov at least was a captain....” 

There was some talk of this kind. But you 
can’t listen to everything people say. 

About Bessarab having been loft in command 
of the platoon, too. I shouldn’t have done that, 
of course. But so far I had no reason to consid* 
er him a poor commander. The man had to be 
tested in battle. He had chosen the men for 
his dctaclmicnl himself; he know them and tlicy 
knew Kim. 





Now, looking back, I sometimes tbink: ‘ I, cer- 

. ’ siliiolion in that first perio.l 

As “-^nder 1 a.uwen^ to nobody. Tfiere were 

btingl'’-''- “*>■ •" '- "•> 

Bttt I couldn't turn to the R.C. too often either 
i he comrades ihentselves said. “You re tlie com 

I won t hide that occasionally I thought I rea Iv 
had had an e^ier time of it when I warwandeTing 
about tn search of the detachment. Then I answered 
only for my ois-n conduct and my ou„ life 

come upto' ™ '''' ““--oh 

struX:;..^'™' "■ oondiat in 

•‘You read die order? Carry it out." 

‘The boys are at loo.se ends. They want to 
meet^ the damned invaders in battle.” 

before^ ‘ action 


“We w-erc waiting for the commanding offi 
lo come. Ahem, er, for ti.eir ordere." 

“Ten-shun! About face* Forward march!" I 
torood to command. 


cers 

was 


alter. He went lo his men and said: see''-instead 
'■I comhat operations the chiefs are busy seleclinc 
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personnel, studying sornelliing or other, holding 
conferences, ahem. er. 

Quite a few of the men, especially tho.se in the 
regional dcUchment. 1 kne\v from Chernigov. Now 
1 renewod my aet|uainlanoc with them- I visited the 
(lugouts and lent a hand in Uie con.strurtion work 
vhich was l>egun before the arrival of our group. 

1 was not certain the work was necessary, but 
meanwhile 1 did not discontinue it. The irren had 
to be occupied. There is nothing worse than idle¬ 
ness. Soon drill was started. At these exercises, 
too. 1 studied the men. 

'1 rarely went about ,alonc hut either with Po* 
pudronko. with detachment commissar Yaremenko 
or with Rvanov; my adjutant accompanied me 
almost all the time. Popudrenko and Yaremenko 
knew the men well. Rvanov was much younger 
than I. but tben he knew military affairs. In that 
way 1 learned something from the comrades while 
on the go. I watched how they behaved toward 
the men, how they sized up a situation- 

Nothing, of course, was ever done w ithout joke-s 
and wisecracks. That was a nm.st among the |)ar- 
lisans. In the daytime and at night, in battle, on a 
mission and on the march the men oRvays bantered. 
Some even joked at their own expen.se—anything foi 
a langh. This was understandable: the men had 
to bear a host of deprivations, and laughter buoyed 
them up. 
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of <^eal 

once remarked to me: 

"* ^ anyway? \ot a 

ivhen th^^r* ^ accordionist- An^I 

=gifiir= 

so off hv . > on I lorbid anyone to 

A L , ^i'oation.-' 

® noteworthy convcr 

educal,„„ He look me aside and said; 
out ' h ff'^“ovich. help me figure i, 

il an?A /“ ‘° '< ' Mna 

I and the doctors senlenced me to death’” 

I repM *''’ ' ”“• “'’>' i" -"tonces,” 

He went on: 

what^' f'"' ‘'«“bt. Then 

-hat. I. for one, would rather not wait. I, Comral: 
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Fyodorov, would prefer to die right after the 

consultation, to shoot myself! 

“Vt hat’s behind this graveyard talk?” I asked, 
’■rhis.” Now S. Ing.ni to speak with genuine 
fervour. ’’That if the Party placed us hore as a 
sacrifice, for a s,iciilieial deed, then let s quick think 
up that del'd and do it-” 

Ami this comrade, bear in mind, niis sober, 
he w.isn’t delirious. I liad to tell liim that he wa> 

i whiner and a pessimist. 

“WTiat do you me;m? Say the word and 1 ni 

rcadv to blow myself up together with an enemy 
iieadijuartcrs! 

A year passed, and this comrade learned to 
blow up German headquartors an<l trams without 
getting a scratch. In 19U the tide of Hero of the 
Soviet I'nioii was conferred on him. One day I re¬ 
minded him of this conversation. 

“I confess.” he said, “tliat I didn’t believe we 
wvre able to offer the Gormans any serious 
resistance. 1 thought that once we were fal^ to dtc. 
we might as well die quickly and boaulifully. 

At just about the same lime 1 had a memorable 

talk irith Gromenko. 

He had returned from his “furlough.” After the 
conference with the commanders 1 gave him leave. 
He had been considering, if you rememlwr. whether 
he ought to visit his wife and find out how the 
confinOTBnt had passed. He set o..t for his w.fe s 





place with gifts from the parti^ns. e gave him 
honey, butter, candy ani cookies. He also liad .a 
hundred rounds of ammimition. two pistols and a 
pair of grenadtis. 

Gromenko was away fjve days. Two days th 
and two days back, and only one night at kis witV« 
place. He reportc.d briefly: 

“Gromenko. commander of the 1st Platoon. Back 
from leave. Everything U in order. May I take up 
my duties?” ' 

A couple of hours later I caught sight of liim 

among the men of the 1st Platoon. He had settled 

them in a circle and was enthusiastically telling 

Ihem something. I sat ^own to listen. Gromenko 

explained that he was conducting a political 
talk. 

“Comrades.” he went on. “each one of us lias 
to look back at his whole life from a new 
angle. ...” 

“\^’hat’s he driving at?” I w'ondered. “\^’hal> 
this philosophical mlk with the men?” Bui I hold 
my longue and ILsU-ned further, esptxially since the 
men were engrossed in his words. 

“Whether we want to or not. were all doing 
a great deal of thinking nowadays. And how could 
it be olhenvLse? Our normal life has stopped', our 
families are broken up; the occupations for which 
UX5 trajne<l for years aren’t needed now. Until vic¬ 
tory. anyway. And so w’e feel had. Many do. I hear 
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that Comrade Martynyuk lold a dream he had—liow 
his daiiphlcr ran up to him to he petted, and 
she liiipged him and rried. Then Comrade Marly* 
nyuk woke up to find hiniseH stroking the sleeve 
of his padded jacket, and the sleeve was w(t 
with tears. Tell me. Comrade Martynyuk: how 
old are you and what did you do l>oforc the 

O •* 

war: 

Martynyuk. a thickset man with a straw-col¬ 
oured moustache, rose from the log on which he was 
sitting, blinked, and said: 

‘“It’.s true.” 

“I aske.d you to tell your age and' occupation. 
Tlierc's nothing to he worried about. Ttn not re* 
proachinc you for dreaming about your children. 

I dream about the old days too. hor more than two 
montlvs now I'm either pickling seeds or pruning 
an apple tree or—” 

“And yesterday,” a lad of nineteen suddenly 
interrupted the platoon commander. “I played soc¬ 
cer against a German team. And the ball was like 
a mine—it could blow up. Honest... 

Everybody laughed- Marl)'nyuk's face brightened 
too. and he said: 

‘i'm forty-four. Comrade Commanders. I’m 
a moulder—cast iron. I beg your parefon for telling 
my dream to others and upsetting them. I’ll abso¬ 
lutely look back over my life, and I cal! upon 
others to 'do the same. You see, our daughter was 
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bom when I was thirtv-eight and mv wife '^as 
ihirty-four. She was our first child. .And a German 
bora}) killed her-May I sit down?" 

I rose and went away without s.Tving ariythinc 
to Groraenko. although I thought lie was wroni in 
getting his men worked up. That evening Groraenko 
approacheid' me himself, choosing a moment when I 
was alone. 

"Alexei Fyodoro\ich.” he began, ‘can I have a 
talk with you as with an older comrade? I have the 
feeling you didn’t like that talk 1 conducted thi-s 
morning.” 

“Come. Comrade Groraenko. let’s lake a stroll 
in the woods.” 

He agrved readily. Vl’e went about two hundred 
metres from the camp and sat down f>n stuui|)s. 
This is what he told me: 

“I'm an agronomist. Alexei Fyodorovich That 
you know. 1 us<"d to be an ordinary pea.sint. Peas¬ 
ant blood and peasant upbringing. In general, an 
intellectual sprung from the people. 1 think about 
things—can’t hel|) thinking. .And when 1 worked 
in the seed control station. I didn’t sec grain as 
bread only. No. I saw it even more a-s the people’s 
labour. Michifrin dreamed of making wheat a 
perennial plant, and if he couldn’t do that 
with wheat or rye. then maybe develop brcail 
nuts.... I’ve always understood that dream verv 
well. 
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‘'But achially 1 wanted to ^peak io you about 
somolliing else. To loll you about m) trip to mv 
wife. .. , But I carri without prefacing it. . . . I 
felt, Alexei Fvodorovicii, that ! could be a pood 
Communi.'il only if I buries] mvseU in my profes* 
sion. I workcil conscientiously, pave myself up 
completely to my work. I considercKj my<;elf a 
happy man. No. not only considered my>clf hap¬ 
py but really was. because at home everything was 
vrrv fine too. 

“I remcniher that a IrcmcndoiK impression 
was made on me l>y ()<>mra<le Stalin's answer to 
the letter from Komsomol member Ivanov, at the 
l)epnninp: of 1938. Then, for the first lime. I not 
only thought but aeiually felt that a slniggle was 
inenlahle, that the capitalists would attack us 
absolutely. But you know how it is. I thought 
about it hut I went on living the same way. I even 
justified niy indifference to the future clash by the 
fact that I was worlcingand thereby makingmy coun. 
try stronger. I didn't picluiv myself as a soldier 
and I didn't prepare to be one. Thai's the point. 

“I volunteered into the partisans. You know 
that too. Ami so we landed in the forest. After 
all. you e-an't say. Alexei Fyodor6vich. that we 
didn’t do anything before you came. How Com¬ 
rade Yaremenko throw himself into setting up the 
prinLshopI The hoys .«neaked type out of Koryu- 
kovka—a heroic piece of work- Right from the 
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start there's been any amount of heroism. And 
sincere heroism. 

‘‘Balabai almost got killed in a fight with ten 
Hitlerites. Balitsky posed as a schoolteacher and 
went unarmed through villages in which there 
were Germans; he called upon the populaton to 
icsist and he collected intelligence information. 
Popudrenko—in him I see not so much the big 
conunander he is. but rather an embodiment of 
the people's hatred. He's a barrel of cnerg>'. And 
if not for his sense of responsibility for the detach¬ 
ment, for the men's lives. Tm sure he'd throw him- 
'^elf headlong into the hottest fight. .. . But thats 
discussing a cornmandter, and I won I continue it. 
Let’s get back to myself. 

lu<fc it? I came to feel that our parti¬ 
san efforts were insignificant. No, it wasn t a case 
of faint-hearted ness or cowardice—that w'asn I it. 
And then that business with my wife. ! didnt 
manage to evacuate her. To tell Uie truth, she was 
near her time and didn't want to risk a long jour¬ 
ney in her condition. She was very aner) at me 
for joining the partisans and leaving the family 
at a time Uke that. She was angry with me, but 
just the same she realized it couldn’t be any other 
way. And to give me a free hand she parked all of 
a sudden and left for the village. Wlial happened 
to her after that I didn’t know. Now the torture 
of uncertainly was added to all my other worries. 
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Gromenko drew a sigh. He a^ked me if I 
wasn't tired listening, lil up. he was silent for 
a moment, and ihai he went on: 

Before I left we agreed I wouldn't tell any- 
one there in the village what I wa.s doing. Hemcm. 
her. you forbade me to carr> on any agitation? 
.And that was right Helore beginning that sort of 
work yon have to look around, gel to know the 
people. I won't bother you with the trip. I got 
lluTe fairly successfully. To J>e sure, there was a 
bit of shooting, but that «loesn't count. 

I knmv the house my wife might be in. In 
general. I ve known that village since childhood, 
h.veryhody there calks me !)> my first name. 
I made my way to the house in the darkness by 
way of the hack yards. I was sure no one had 
noticed me. Tlien tlic reunion, with tears and em¬ 
braces. The boy was already a month and three 
days obi. It was •decided he wa.s the ‘spit and 
image of Ins papa.' Tlie partisan presents came 
in handy. Bui on the whole the wife isn't too pinched 
for food yet. They’ve got some supplies. We 
cried, we laugherl. we relatod what had happencrl 
to each other. Hut, you know, there was one 
strange thing—from the very beginning it was 
all in whispers. 

“At first the hoy slept. So I Uiought it was 
not to wake him. Then he woke up but the wife 
went on the same way. Besides, she hurried to 



make the bed. Once or twice 1 spoke aloud, i-he 
’.vaved her hand at me and immediately blew out 
the lamp. 

‘■'Vlliat's up?' I asked. ‘Just listen and take 
a look out the n-indou.* she answered. *lt‘s dark and 
quiet all over. Everyone’s afraid.’ ‘But there aren’t 
any Germans in the village.' I had just got these 
words out of my mouth when a drunken band 
came galloping down the street whooping it up. 
Tliey were swearing for all they were worth, threat¬ 
ening somebody. 

“‘Who are they?’ When iny wife l>egan nam¬ 
ing the men who were lording it in the village, 
1 tell you I .saw red. W’ell, you know. Alexei 
Fyodorovich, we had a fellow by the name of 
Ivan Drobny. .A rat, a miserable sponger and a 
drunkard. Everyone had forgotten long since that 
his father used to be the landlord's haiiilf. lltal 
iJrobny was a half-wit and a souse of the lowest 
kind. When he was broke the morning after, he 
used to fall to his knees before people and beg a 
three-ruble hill. And now they’re afraid of liim. 

“Sanko turned up from somewhere. During 
the NF.P years he blossomed out. had a tannery 
in Chernigov. Lately he was a bookkeeper at a 
musical instruments factory or some other place, 
I don’t remember exactly where. \^1icncver I ran 
into him in town he was just so meek.” 

I interrupted Gromenko. 



“I don’t knou uliat there is to he surprised 
about. You didn’t really think the fascisis would 
ipj>oint you and inc to run the villase, <lid voii? 

V » 

Naturally, thr\‘re ooUertiiip all kinds of skunks, 
ho elst' would go U> work for them?” 

'That h not the paint. Alcxiji Fyoii'oranrii. 
That’s not what I wanlcyl to tell you about. This 
is what upset me: here irt the forest. Soviet life 
goes on--the people and their relations to one 
nnotlier and cver>'tlung else is Soviet. For a few 
hoiir.s I uas in .a village 1 know, and which I look 
upon as my native village. 1 tlidn’l even see those 
rats. I didn I knuckle under to anyone. Rut just the 
fart that all night my wife lK*gged me tuit to talk 
out loud, not to move, kept stopping up the rhild’s 
mouth, and tnwhling all over.. . . And toward 
morning she began hurrying me to leave. Just that 
alone, you II agree, is killing. W'ho was I supposed 
to 1)0 scared of? The lowest skunks ever! In a 
word. I got a real idea of what enemy oceiipation is.” 

‘That’s right.” I said. ‘•Rut I still don’t quite 
understand what you wanted to talk to me about.” 

‘‘We mu.st act. and the sooner the better. We. 
that is our platoon, have decided to ask you to 
send ns on an important indp|>cndent operation 
as soon as possible. .. . Allow me to make a sug¬ 
gestion, Alexei Fyodorovich. After I told my men 
all altout those rats who are bossirig our village, 
about each one. we’re just itching to get at thorn.” 
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“In other words, you want your platoon to 
make a partisan raid on tlial village and wipe out 
the starosta and the police?” 

"That's right.” 

■'Tlial is, propaganda by deed?” 

■'ioinelhing like that. 1 know all the approach¬ 
es lo the village. On the way l>ack I talked with 
some of tlie people. We came lo an understand¬ 
ing. 1 studied the lay of the land. We wouldn t 
need much lime or many weapons for this opera- 
tion.. . . 

“Think of what >ou’rc saying. Comrade Gro- 
menko. You started out right. Your heart told 
you that action was required. But what’s the re¬ 
sult? Each officer will lead his men to lus village 
because he knows the names of the scoundrels 
who are bossing it. If we're going to act along 
those lines I’d have lo take you all to Lotsman- 
skaya Kamcnka near DniepropetrovsL” 

“Tlie comrades will be terribly disappointed, 
Alexei FyodorovicJi. We've already mapped out 
the route, fixed the lime and assigned the duties. 
Your refusal will hurt the feelings of a lot of 
them. Comrade Fyodorov. You sec. the boys are 
itching for action... 

“And w'ill you feel hurt too?” 

‘"Phat’s not the point. Comrade Fyodorov. 
You don’t need lo pay any attention to my feel* 
ings. But you’ll agree that one of the advantages 
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of partisan warfare is that we operate in our own 
districts_*' 

I explained to Gromenko dial the operation 
he thouglii up didn't enter into die plans of the 
command. He protested that since plans are drawn 
up 1>> human f>eings they can be changed. He 
\'eiit so far as to accuse me of lacking resolution, 
and said 1 didn t know how to follow up the ini- 
lialive of ilie niasses. 

I had to cut short the talk which had begun 
so well and exjilain to Gromenko in no uncertain 
terms what partisan discipline is. 

He went off vexed. In parting he said 1 
couldn't Uke criticism auj' tlial 1 lacko<l feeling, 
but that nonetheless he would obey the order. 

Thai talk left me with mingled feelings at the 
titnc. It was good that our officers were thinking 
nieii. It was very pleasing to have thent oome to 
share liieir thoughts and feelings with me. 

I liked Gromeiiko's genuine ardour, his burn¬ 
ing hatred of the invaders, his thirst for action. 
Hut at the same time I was astonished at his light- 
rninded attitude toward partisan warfare and was 
dislurhetl by it. Like many another, he still could 
not realize that a partisan detachment was a mil¬ 
itary organization and not just a voluntary so¬ 
ciety or artel for the extermination of the first in¬ 
vaders that come to hand. 

♦ * * 
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One of the main tasks the H.C. set the Com- 
rnunists; and Komsomol memhers at that time 
tvas to fight for the strictest partisan discipline 
and against laxity, slackness and irresponsibility. 

To some we had to make it plain Utat tlie 
I arty could not let the partisan movement take 
Jts own course, drift along. The Party deniaiule.l 
discipline, planned action and organization from 
the partisan just as from the soldier, it expected 
tile various detachments and men to help each 
other out. 

A Communist is ever) where a Communist. 
Whether in the fora^l. or in underground work, 
or among his friends, or in the bosom of his fa¬ 
mily a (‘ommunist may not forget that he U a 
Communist, he may not take a vacation from his 
Party responsibilities or violate the Parly Pules. 

In some dctacliincnts. mainly those organiz^jd 
after occupation had set in, there arose the prac¬ 
tice of electing officers, a practice long since con¬ 
demned by the Party. 

The R.C. condemned this practice and re¬ 
quired that all detachments operating on the ter¬ 
ritory of Chernigov Region be connected with re¬ 
gional headquarters and coordinate tlieir actions 
with it. 

Simultaneously the R.C. worked to strengUien 
one-man leadership and the authority of the com¬ 
mander. The commander’s word was law. The 




63 



R.C. promptly nipped any attempts to hold meet¬ 
ings to discuss decisions taken or the orders of 
a commander. 

The partisans were free citizens in the occu¬ 
pied regions. But this was not freedom to wander 
through the woods at will. The partisans in this 
war liad to look upon themselves as fighting n>cn 
of ti»c Red Army. 

“You sen'e in tlie army because the funda¬ 
mental law of the Soviet slate obliges you to do 
so,” we told each partisan. “And don't forget, dear 
comrade, that although the enemy ha.s ejitcred the 
bkraine it remains a part of the great Soviet 
Union. You are a partisan because the conscience 
of a Soviet citizen obliges yo'i to be one. And so 
observe discipline willingly and conseientiously. 
The fact tliat you volunlecroj docs not mean you 
are free to be undisciplined.” 

Some of the comrades were ver>' much sur¬ 
prised: Wliat’s this, anyway? \^'e don’t wear uni¬ 
forms, wc seem to be civilians; there are even 
people not liable to military service among us— 
old men. women and plain youngsters. And they 
have to submit to army discipline too? 

I was told that one of the most fiery advocates 
of partisan freelancing expounded the following 
ideas: 

“Maybe,” he said, “I stayed behind here in the 
forest on purpose when the Red Army retreated. 
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I m crazy aboul partisaning it” lie said, "about 
Ireedom without any buls! What dyou mean 
this one or that one's a commander? The command¬ 
er s the one the men follow into battle. \ par- 
tisan can’t be fenced iri. \ partisan's like a forest 
animal, like a wolf. They get together in a pack 
when an enemy's got to be fought, and when the 
hghls over each ones his own boss again!*’ 

We summoned this “wolf” to headquarters. 

“Are you in earnest when you say you 
^Layed in the forest on your own initiative, so to 
ipeak?’’ 

i m a Chernigov man.” he repled, ‘i didn’t feel 
like going beyond the bounds of Chernigov Re¬ 
gion. 1 decided I’d fight and take revenge only on 
fuy native territory.” 

"What do you mean you didn’t feel like it? So 
you deserted from the army, is that it?” 

With my character I'll he of more use as 
a partisan. Army discipline crushe.s my person¬ 
ality.” 

No, you answer the question: did you desert 
from the Red Army?” 

The champion of “personal freedom” looked 
a bit nonplussed. He thought for a while. Then 
he looked' around but saw that no one was going 
to support him. 

“I didn’t desert; 1 just switched to another 
branch of the service.” 
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‘‘Did you receive an order to this cfTccl?** 

‘'My conscience gave llie order. 

"What rank has this conscience of yours that 
it can countermand the orders of tlie Supreme 
Command? Turn over your arms and ofT to the 
guardhouse!’’ 

I must say to the credit of lliis lover of 
"wolf freedom’' lliat in time he became wiser; 
when he realized that spcccl^es of that sort would 
lead to no goo<| he stopped making lhom« and 
foupiit well. 

TIh* H.C. required every ('ommunisl to in- 
eulcate low and respect for the Red Army in the 
j^arlisans. Every one of us would have been hap¬ 
py to become a soldier or oRiccr in the Red Arm). 
W hen with our help tljc Red Army liboratevf the 
enen>y-occupied territories we would gladly join 
its ranks. 

The comrade 1 have just mentioned came to 
the partisans from the army. He knew what army 
discipline was. All we idid was to remind him that 
laxity was impermissible. The majority of the 
partisans^ ho^'cvcr, especially in that initial pe¬ 
riod.. were civilians through and through. It was 
dillicult for them to get out of the habit of criti* 
cizing and discussing, or to remember that what 
they were before the war was unimportant now. 

Somehow it came out that by hook or by crook 
some of our men >vei*c getting out of sentry detail 
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duties. .A certs,,. higMv re- 
thev It "r ’T'" '“""■‘'d'! confessed. “Bnt 

W r 7 ‘° '">■ 'LockI.ere. 

ierge. Yolayev.ch. we'll go on duty for you 
OU re along .n years, ik hard for you.. . .”’ 
How nobJe of tliem!*’ 

Vila It "r'’''- "Sl.t. only ,hc de. 

bllityt ‘heir no. 

“How much? What's the rate these days’” 

“ ‘''‘P/"ds for what. If i,'s standing guard 

of makhorka or trro sliers of bread. Peeling nola- 

hlul" ^ '• ‘^'P'"de. 

hough on how you bargain and who the other 
fellow happcais to be.” 

wherld' '"■“''Sh? And 

where do you get your extra bread?” 

T" P"'"'""’'? it's enough, 
and I d I '"‘"u"' *" •J'" fo'S, 

Sher.'t 

eat ZlT"’'' ‘'o"'' 

“That’s partly true too. But those who need 
more bread are mainly the newcomers, those who 
were rn encirclement or were war prisoners. 
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They’re sUirved from wandering around in the 
woods.... Well, vou feel sorrv for tliem. Honest- 
Iv. iliev want to do it themselves/* 

< 4 

W hen we scolded the comrade and disciplined 
him he became insulted. 

“Now look/’ he said, his voice trembling, '‘Tw 
l>ccn holding down responsible Soviet posts. It’s 
true, 1 joined the partisans on my own free will. 
If I’d known I would have joinwl the army in¬ 
stead. You don’t know how to make uso of \our 

4 

njen. coinrach's. To make me an ordinar)’ private. .. . 
Of course, if they made me a private in the 
armv 1 would have to obey all tlie orders too. .. . 
Btil you’ll agree that in the army no one would 
know me. And here we have all our own people. 
Ilonefstlv. they make fun of me. ‘This* is no swiv- 

4 4 

el-chair joh.’ they say.” 

Durinp that lorpanSzalional period wltat wr 
suffered from were growing pain.s. The)’ were due 
to lark of confidence in ourselves, to an extremely 
vague idea of how long the war would last, and 
to lack of ties with the mas.s«i. Yes, we were un¬ 
doubtedly cut off from the ]ieoplc. For some three 
months the detachment had been hiding out in 
the forest. The partisans had insunicienl contact 
with the local population. They had little knowl- 
edee of how the inhabitants of the occupied villages 
and towns lived and what their interests were. 

This lack of contact with the masses, with the 
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people, might prove disastrous for us. Tlie H.t. 
adopted a decL-ion to get the men used to the 
idea that the partisan struggle would he a long 
one. The German invaders had gone deep inside 
die country. \\ c would siirelv have to spend tlie 
'Vinter where we were. Tlie sooner the Hed .\rin> 
"ent over to the offensive atwi cleared our region 
of the Germans the better. But meanuhile ^^e had 
to put a stop to talk about when the war miglil end. 
stop thinking of how to hold out. stop worr>ing 
and start acting. 

The K.C. instructed headquarters to plan a 
substantial offensive operation. It was to show 
what our men and our organization were worth. 

In fulfilment of the R.C. decision on the need 
for closer contact with tlie pojnilalion and more 
propaganda among the massi-s. a group of com¬ 
rades left for the village of Savenki one evening. 

I went too. This was the first meeting of pra«- 
ants I took part in during the (x-ciipaiioii. Prob¬ 
ably that is why I rememlxT it so well. Subse¬ 
quently I had frequent occasion to speak at such 
meetings. But at tliat time it was all new to me. 

My companions later confcssc.d to me that they 
too had had a queer feeling of uncertainty, even 
nervousness. Because of danger? No, for we knew 
that there were no large enemy forces in the neigh¬ 
bourhood. Preliminary reconnoitring hajd been 
carried out. Our people, that is, the Communists 
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working underground and the actin^U living in 
Savcnki, had let the inhabitanl> know in ?ood 
lime and had stationed sentries all around. ♦ . . 
But just the same we \s’cre anxious. 

What worried us. naturally, was the peculiar- 
ity and novelty of the situation. How would they 
receive us? How shouhl such a meeting be con- 
durtc<l? Even the organizational side was not 
clear. Should such a meeting be conducted with 
the solemnity cJuiracterislic of peacetime meet¬ 
ings? Should we have a presidium? 

Still more important was to d<*tcrminc what 
was really the main issue to take up. Before tlie 
war each meeting was devoted to certain spi'cific 
questions: discuAsion of tlie kolkhoz produc¬ 
tion plan, or a summing-itp of Socialist emula¬ 
tion among the brigades and teams, a report of 
the kolkhoz hoard, a subscription to a new loan.. . . 
There were all kinds of agendas. Even if it was 
a lecturer coming to talk about tixe inleniationol 
situation, the kolkhoz people knew what it was 
going to be about and prepared questions for 
submission to the speaker. 

But wo were going not to discuss any partic¬ 
ular issue but to get acquainted, exchange news, 
find out the mood of the people. Of course, first 
and foremost wc intended speaking about a war 
to the hilt against the invaders and about support 
of the partisan movement. But we were not yet 
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able to presejit the kolkhoz people of Sa\enki with 
a concrete plan of action. 

U'hen ue came to the schoolhouse we found a 
table with a red cloth on it set up in the hip 
liall. Above the table hunp a portrait of Stalin. 
A meagre light was afforded by two lampions. 
The men who had fixed up the hall apologized: 
“Can’t get kerosene anywhere, so we filled the 
lampions w ith ox fat.” 

The people gathered singly or in pairs. Some 
felt it necessar>- to pretend they had just (lroi>pcd 
in to see why the hall was lit up. Others, on the 
contrary*, entered with a show of resolution: they 
strode firmly, looked straight before them, and 
spoke louder than was necessary. 

The girls aiii young women hung around the 
entrance for a long time, whispering and peering 
into the hall. lien lliey were invited to come in 
they said no. Only later, after the meetins was 
well started, did they make their way in softly. 

Commissar Yaremenko said: 

Now I will give the floor to the commander 
of the partisan detachment and secretary of the 
underground R.C.. whose name I won’t tell you 
for rea-sons of secrecy. . . 

I rose and wa.s just about to begin when some¬ 
one in the hall giggled. I wondered why. 

“Why. tliat’s Fyodorov.” 

“Of course it’s Fyodorov.” 
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someone 


“Wheres the secret? It's Fyodorov!" 

'hoiited from the l»arJc rou-s. 

\aremcnko frowned, hut 1 hurst out laiishinff. 
My feeling of constraint <Jisappeared at once. 

I told briefly wlio the partisans were and how 
and for wliat they were fighting. [ related the 
contents of the latest Soviet Information Bureau 
communiques. They listened eagerly. 

“ Any questions?" Yarenienko asked the meeting 
when I had finished. The questions started com¬ 
ing immediately. They were important questions 
which were not easy for me to amswer. After all. 
there was much I myself didn't know. 

A tall, elHcrl\. grim-visaged }>easant asked: 

‘‘\AliQf. (.omradc Fyinlorov. docs the Commu¬ 
nist Parly think ahoul the other powers, like, for 
instance, America? What about the bourgeoisie of 
America? Are they helping us from the bottom 
of their hearts or have they got a dagger up their 
sleeve? And what about Japan—will she start 
squce^ing us from the Far East?" 

‘‘That's a lot you've bitten off. Sidor Lukich!" 
the man sitting next to him exclaimed, in admira¬ 
tion or el.se ironically. 

"No, it s to the point... . It’s an important 
question." 

"And how about our planes, will we have 
more of them? Are Uie llrals and Siberia work¬ 
ing?” 
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Suddenly above ihe buzz of di*»‘p niasiiiline 
\oices rose a lliin rhildisli voice; 

“L'ncle chief, may I ask a question lou? I am 
ele\en years old and jusl ueni irUi> tlie liiird iitade 
Are «ve going to study in (ierinan sc hools or 
will we be with our fathers and the partisjuis?" 

Everyone laughed, but tli? boy seemed to 
have given the cue: the people l)pgan to ask rpie- 
lions connected with life in the village iUelf. I bex 
began to speak more softly, instinctively moxing 
closer to the light as though members of >ome 
secret society were meeting in that hall. A rol>ust. 

moustached old man asked in what was almost a 
whisper: 

”Tell us what were supposed to do. Say to¬ 
morrow the Germans come—eillicr punitive or 
food supply uniLs.... And one of Uiose Germans 
is billeted in my house. He knows Tm a peaceful 
man. not a partisan at all, or ycL God forbid, a 
Komsomol meml>er. but just a peaceful old vil¬ 
lager. .. .” 

“Hurr)- up, Stepan, gel to the point.” 

“Viait a minute. So it's like this. Comrade 
Commander: a German or maybe two of them are 
quartered in my house. \^ill you give me j)oison 
for them, or d)-namite. or should I just apply tlie 
axe when they’re asleep?” 

I barely managed to hold back a smile. 
But his felloxv villagers regarded this as a per- 
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a serious 


fectly seri<»us queslion and expected 
iinswcr. 

<lc|>ends on the circumstances^/’ Yaremen* 

ko sail). 

Tins reply di«l not satisfy the moctinp. Eyes 
turned to me. I had to put my brains to work, 
‘Dynamite, or TNT, to be exact,*’ I said, “v.e 
\Non t LMve \oii to use on two Germans. e donT 
ha\c much of it. As for poison, you wouldn’t be 
able to poison all of them, and we don’t have any 
an)*^vay. But all weapons are useful ap^ainsl such 
a virioij.s enemy. In the first place, we invite any- 
one who wants to fiplil the enemy in earnest to 
join the detachment. Secondly, you can help us a 
pood deal riphl here, on the spot, by piving us 
intelligence information atid hiding our messen¬ 
gers when necessary. .. , And if we have to anni¬ 
hilate a parrison of Germans or a punitive de¬ 
tachment in your village—then, wc hope, you’ll 
put both axes ami roc'ks to use. X^'ell comrades, 
will you support us?” 

A general buzz of approval was the ans>ver to 
my cyuostion. 

Natalia Khavdei, memlicr of the kolkhoz 
boartl, a woman of about forty, asked: 

Comrade Secrctar)\ in recent yxjars we\v 
learned to think os a kolkhoz community instead of 
each by himself. sUll have the hoard. And 
w'cVc pot kolkhoz grain too. Don’t worry, it’s safe- 
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ly hidden. One pii contains grain due us for 
our workday units; in the other pit is the grain 
we must deliver to the sU.te. How shall we turn 
it in? Will you come for it yourself. I mean your 
•T>en, or shall we deliver it to you? The Germans 
took almost all our horses....” 

The grain should he distributed among the 
population.” 

That we know. That’s not the grain I’m talk¬ 
ing about, the grain for the workday units. I 
mean tlie grain due the state. We discussed it at a 
hoard meeting yesterday. The crop was a rich 
one, there s a lot of grain coming to everyone for the 
workday units. Sell it lo tlie Germans? It’s no 
secret, there are some snakes who’d .s>ll to anyone, 
just to get the money. But the Germans aren’t 
going to pay for it. They know their business: they 
poke a tommy gun at you and say. ‘Lei’s have it!' 
They’ll take what wc’vc earned for the workday 
units too. So how can we distrihule the state 
grain?... And so we decided; wlio’s our govern¬ 
ment, our sUtc, our Red Army now? Of course, 
the partisans. That means the grain due the state 
belongs to the partisans.” 

We saw that the kolkhoz hoard liad prepared 
to make u.s an extremely valuable present. 

Sooner or later our food stocks were bound lo 
give out. In some detachments they already had, 
\ serious and ticklish question now arose: Where 
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to ohtnin supplier? Of course* our main source 
had to be German warehouses and supply trains 
l>ut from time to time necessity would force us 
to turn for help to the local population. Wliat 
fonns should this help take? 

The in ft of the kolkhor pwple answered this 
qticstion in consi<leral)Ie depree. It %%as especial¬ 
ly pralifyinp hcr^auso it rcveale<i the now traits 
of the Soviet peasant. Socialist traits. 

e won't refuse," said Yaremenko. **Thank 
you. W’e'll let you know later how to pet the grain 
to us or how to keep it for ns. Only you must 
hide it in such a wav that if there’s anv danger 
of a German raid it ran Ik* destroyed at once." 

The mectinp lasterl more than two hours. V^ e 
were asked a host of questions. And there was 
only one person who tried to steer an underhand¬ 
ed course. This was a skinny, poorly-dressed cliap 

of about fifty with a keen, intent, but shifty look. 

- • 

In what seemed to he a very friemllv and itilimate 

tone he said: 

“And may I ask you whellier voirre Ukrain- 

• 0 9 $ 

inn { 

“Vilint’s ihe point?” 1 rejoined, on my guard. 
“Nothing special.... ^our name's Fyodorov, 
hut von look like one of ns, .. 

“I'm Russian.” I said (although actually I 
consider myself a Ukrainian). “Docs that make any 
difference? Just what do you mean—one of us?” 
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■‘\'lhy. nothing.” he answered eva-'ivel\. and 
preteiuiod lo smother a yawn. 

‘‘No. you go on please. \ou started it. no^^ 

finish it.” 

Here the grim-\'isaged peasant who liad asked 
about Ameriea (he appeared lo 1 h- about the same 
age as thisonel. turned and shouted in a verv angrv 
voice: 

"Well, out witli it. spill it! Wl>at are voii 
trying to hide?” 

The guy wasn't eml)arrassed. Narrowing his 
eyes first at me and then at the other fellow, lie 
began slowly: 

‘There's no reason for not telling you. I look 
at it this wav. The Ukraine is all undtr the Ger- 

4 

mans, isn’t it? It is. So why should we go think¬ 
ing of the Party now? ^ ou gave up the Ukraine, 
so get going. WVIl handle the Germans ourselves 
or else we’ll—” 

“Come to an understanding!” shouted the 
other. ‘‘You, you dog’s soul, you'd be glad to come 
loan understanding with them. Huh. a one hundred 
percent Ukrainian! Speaks for the whole of 
ihe Ukraine. I’ll tell you ihU, you Judas, it’s not 
the Ukraine you’re thinking about hut money. 
Just like when you tried to become a kulak when 
vou were young. Free trade is what you want. 
Yout own piece of land and a dozen farm hands 
to work for you. And you talk about tlie 
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IJkraine-And you stop poking me in the ribs.” 

He turned abruptly to the woman standing 
l>eside Him. “I'm not afraid of him. If he poos 
against the kolkhozes and goes over to the German.s. 
wliy, we'll string him up quick." 

That won t I>e,’' said the skinny chap. “I'd 
never give away any of our own people. I'll kecft it 
among ourselves. Ini just asking a question; 
we're having a friendly talk, areji't wc. Comrade 
Fyodorov?” 

He mumbled something else but suddenly 
slopjH'd short, uttered a mufl]c<l sound and disap* 
peared in the darkness. There was the noise of u 
sciifUe in the bark rows. They must have gagged liirn 
and pa.ssed him along to the back like a sark of flour. 
No one struck him; he was simjily ejected from 
llie huilding. And what hap|)cne>I to him outside 
is nobody’s busines.s. 

Just before the meeting ended tlie moustached 
old man who had osked whcUier to use an axe or 
dynamite spoke again. This time too he hegaji 
with a question. 

“Now here’s what else I’d like to know: what 
are we going to do, comrade partisans, if the Ger¬ 
mans hum down our village?" 

Voices shouted at him; “Don’t go iMwroAWng 
trouble there, Stepan!” 

“Hold on. Tlierc, the)- won’t let a man speak, 
I m liable to get balled up even without your 
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butting in. The Germans are going to set fire to 
us—we know that for sure. If there’s a wolf lie's 
got to eat. But I’ll say this to vou. comrade nar- 
Usans: don’t feel bad about it. This war. 'Ihc 

worst ever- III answer the question mvself; 

"ell get ready for anything, for fire, for a cnal 
‘leaih, for agonizing torture. But there's one lhin« 
were not goorfi for. and that’s licking the Ger'^ 
mans backside or pulling his plough. Yon tell 
lhat to Stalin, Comrade Fyodorov/’ 

'Thank you. frien.l, we partisans thank you 

from the boUom of our hearts. . .. Only the trouble 

is we have no radio yet. no way of getting it to 
Moscow yet. 

“That’s your worry, how to do it.” He grinned 
slyly^. One heart can get a message across to 
another heart. And Stalin. I reckon, believes in us 
the way we do in him." 


* * « 

On the tweniy-ninth of Novemlier Yaremenko 
woke me at about five in the momin*^ 

“Alexei Fyodorovich, there’, shooting! Alexei 
ryodorovich, get up!" 

U'e had learned the day before that a fairly 
large group of German occupanU had mounle<l 
an olfensive against tlie Perelyub detachment, -nio 
detachmern had been forced to retreat into the 
heart of the forest. The commander. Balahai, had 
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askecl for help. He liad l>een ordered to hold out 
at all costs. 

Itioidcntally. althou"li the order on joining 
forces had been is>ue<l and the detachments were 
olHciaHy called platoon.s. they were still located 
at their old plac^e^. 

Regional headquarters ^^as drawing up a plan 
to wipe out a hig fasci>t garrison, and it was not 
in our interests to reveal our main forces to the 
Germans ahead of time. "I hat is why we refuserl 
Bulahai support. 

The plan was heing worked out in secret. 
Only a few knew ahoul it. And lalel> the mooni'of 
many of the partisans had taken a sltarp turn for 
the \sorse. liulced. up until rc<-enlly. sallies had 
horn ma»le. although not hig ono. Kven if they 
were not always successful, at least the men dL<l 
go out to shoot at the (h'nimiKs and blow up bridges. 
'\iid now a new commander had taken charge 
aiul o<*cupie<l liimself with educational work and 
combat drill. Ihit the Germans were not sleeping: 
they were just waiting for their chance. 

Such was the situation when the unforget¬ 
table day of Noveml)er 29 began. 

“Idslen. listen. Alexei ryodorovich,’* Yare- 
inciiko rc|>oalcd when he realized I was fully 
awake. 

There was no one else in the dugout except us 
two. Poputlreiiko. of course, had long since junipt'd 
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up and run oui lo learn uliat was liappeninL'. 
The other members of the li.L. had also gone oiit. 

I dressed and picked up a pun. At that mo- 
merit the door openetl and Popiidrenko. Kapranov 
and Novikov piled into Uie diipoiit. W ith them was 
■iurchenko. the scout squad leader. He was all 
covered with snow and was panting, cither from 
running or from excitement. 

“Well, speak up. was it >ou who fired?” Po- 
pudrenko insisted. 

Wait a second.... All here our own men? 
No new onc.s. I mean?” 

T^e devil take you!’ shouted Popudrenko. 
The way he twists and turns you ciuTl get .a 
straight word out of the man! Speak up now: 
did you fire?” 

Yurchenko nodde<!. 

’Why did you fire, why did you alarm the 
camp?” 

The evening before, Yurchenko’s group ha-^l 
been ordered to reconnoitre the fore.«t in the di- 
rcclionoflhc %-illagc of Samolugi. It was not stall 
.•surprising that he should come across Germin 
scouts. So what If there w.as a little sliooting? 
Yurchenko ^vas no timid soul. 

But it was not the echoes of distant firing that 
had roused the camp. No. the point was that 
several shots had been fired right here in camp, 
practically next to the headquarters dugoul. 
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My fault. Comrade Commanders,” Yur¬ 
chenko finally maiiagivl to uller. “I cnipiied my 
pistol into the air out of excitement.” 

’“Wlial’d you get so excited about?” Kapranov 
asked impatiently. 

Interrupting him. I asked some of tlie com- 
radlcs to stop out. Only Popuilrenko, Novikov and 
I remained in the dugout. ^ urchenko continued 
to breathe hard and could not find the words he 
ncoxled to make ins report. I gave Jiim a shot of 
liquor. 

‘‘Oh. Comratle Commander. Alexei Fyodoro¬ 
vich, tlierc's a traitor among us!” he exclaimed. 

“Honest to God, a traitor. You call in the boys. 
They'll tell you.” 

W ait a inimitc. Wliere are your boys? Com¬ 
rade Novikov, please round them up at once and 
tell them to keep quiet until we get to the bot¬ 
tom of this.” 

“Oh, that’s right, they might babble," Yur¬ 
chenko agreed. 

He was a young squad leader and had not realized 
lliat such information had to be kept secret And 

indeed, his men had already sqircad the news 
through the camp. 

\ urchenko reported that about ten kilometres 
away his group had noticed some Germans. They 
were moving in our direction. 
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'%’e opened fire and they ansuered. but the 

rats turned tail riglit away- U uas moonlight. 

and we noticed—it looked like one of our detach¬ 
ment fellows was w ith tlicm—*' 

‘Who was it? Speak up!” 

“And who do you think it was?’* 

“Come on, cut out tlie riddles!” 

It was not without rfca.-ion that Yurchenko 
spoke evasively: like us he was hoping Uiat there 
was a mistake somewhere. 

But when he gave tlie man’s name w e no long¬ 
er had aJ»y doubL-s. * 

It was Isayenko, a schoolteacher from the vil¬ 
lage of Syadrino. 

Yurchenko explained that the boys had noticed 
a scarf on the man who had been with the Ger¬ 
mans, and they were all used to seeing this 

scarf on Isayenko. He wore it in a special way, 
too. 

Go now. I ordered. “Go, and keej) sileitt. 
Not a word to anyone.” 

I had bec-n told several days before that par¬ 
tisan Isayenko often left for Syadrino to see his 
father. He asked permission, of course, sa>ing 
that hi.s father was ill and required attention. 
But ilicn we received rei>orts from the underground 
workers in the village tliat tlic sclioolleaclter's 
father was in favour willi the Hitlerites and the 
polizei, that tlie starosta had given him a bul- 
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lock and two sheep from the confiscated kolkhoz 
livestock. 

I called in the son, of whose guilt ] had no 
proof. Before me stood a thin man of ai)Out tJiir- 
ty with an ingratiating voice and a shifty manner, 
lie answered my (jue.-'tion- with exag 2 crate<I eager¬ 
ness : 


“ril tell you everylliing. honrst to good- 
nc..ss. . . . I'll explain, and if there's anyone 
wholl understand me I'm sure it's you. ^ ou see. 
(.omrade Detaehment (.oinmander. mv I’a's a very 
religious man. He's a conscientious ohjixtor, so 
to speak... . He’s ridiculously kind to everybody. 
He received the Germans very politely. iMa)he 
oven loo politely. The officers, you understand, 
liketl that. 'Fliey rewarded him for it. I’a didn’t dare 
refuse. And now he wai»ts to turn that hullork 
over to you. that is. to us. to the partisans.. . 

“I.a)ok here, you’ro a schoolteacher, after all, 
and you ought to understand tliat these doings 
with your ’Pa’ may turn out had for you. Quit 


it. Drop it!” 

"Allow me. Comrade ('ommandcr. I understand 
everything, honest to goodness. But why dTaw sucli 
conclusion.s? I’m thinking of drawing Pa into under¬ 
ground work. He’s a patriot. I swear it. Vou know 
there are even priests who. ... Pm even sure his 
air of submission ought to be used for intel¬ 
ligence purposes, ^^jat do you think'.*” 
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\Vhat I&ayenko saiJ made sense. His rcconl 
was clean, but somelliins told me he ua.- a lou- 
down character. I simply didn't take to him. 
didn’t like him. But tliat. after all. was no proof 
of guilt. Nevertheless I gave him a warning. 

‘‘Bear in mind that you'll have to pat an end 
to your frequent absences from camp. And leave 
)oiir l*a in peace. Vie don t need his sei^dces. ' 
^Ve kept Isayenko under obser\ation. For sev¬ 
eral days he didn’t go anywhere. .And now. here 
you are.. . . 

were all certain he wouldn't return to 
camp, ^et an hour later he came hack, and he 
even wore that same scarf. He was brought to 
headquarters at once, of course. 

“'Slicre did you go?” • 

I found out my father \%as dying. I ran over 
to sec him.” 

“What’s this? Cot a privjle radio service? 
Mow'd you find out?” 

“My little sister came to tell me. And so I 
was held up at my father’s hedsidie. I realize it 
was a breach of discipline. 1 should have asked 
my commander’s permission. But after that talk 
with you I was afraid he wouldn't let me go. I 
deserve to he punished, I understand that, and I 
give my word of honour that I—filial feelings 
are out of place when—” 

“Did you come back alone?” 
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“^hat?'* Isayenko inslinrrively glanced al ihc 
door, near which .'^lood Popudrcnko and Novikov. 

“^oii rat. yon were seen with a croup of Ger¬ 
mans!" Popndrenko hiirvl out. ‘i..cd them to tho 
camp, you snake? Sj)eak uji: did you?" 

“No. honcsllv, I—" 

"Kipht men rerognizof yon. Out with it!" 

“I’ll tell you. of course I'll tell you.... There 
^rerc Germans, But I wasn't leading them. Tlic\ 
'vere leading me. .. . Believe me. I'm not lying.. . . 
Tlicy caught me when I ^vas returning...," 

"And then you managed to escape?" I a.skerl. 

‘■Yes. then I escaped." he hastened to agree. 
‘ I took advantage of the mixnp and slij>pe<l 
awnv. .. 

No> •ik<t\' suddenly grahhed at liLs bulging pock¬ 
et and drew a pistol out of it. 

“And the Germans left you this ns a keep¬ 
sake, did they? Oh. you.... Tlie whole truth! 
The whole of it at once!" 

Isatenko crumpled to his knees. 

Half an hour later I is.<iied an order for the 
execution of the traitor in front of the line. 

There was whispering throughout the camp. 

"There, you see,” said Be.«sarah*3 supporters. 
"We warned them.... Wc shouldn’t have taken 
In outsiders.’’ 

“But look.” tho more sober-minded replied, 
“that’s no argument. According to you, if a traitor 
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crops up among us that means we sliould c lose 
the doors of the detaclimenLs to all lionesl people 
vho want to fight the fascists?” 

Meanwhile our position grew increasingly 
grave. 

The enemy had established himself in all tlie 
towns and large villages around »is. Well-fed. well- 
clad, healthy Germans rode about in cars, talkeci 
over the telephone, slejit in warm beds bene.ath 
stout roofs. Tliere were thousands of them right 
near us. all around our forest. And if need be they 
could call out tanks, planes, artillery.... 

The sentries lead a youngster of fifteen up to 
the headquarters dugout. His clothes are covered 
with ice. He talks in a loud voice, almost in a 
shout. 

Men come running out of the dugouts. 

“W’liat’s happened?” 

“Who’s come?” 

“From Kozlyanichi. I tliink. Name’s Vasyuk.” 

“W’hich Vasyuk’s tliat?” 

“Brother of Fyodorov's adjutant.” 

“Why’s he wet?” 

“Swam, he says. Says things are bud there. SS 
punitive men have come. ...” 

A shaggy’ pony covered with hoar-frost is draw* 
ing a cartload of brushwood. Two old men walk 
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l>cs.u!c tlip c^rt. TIu- coiiinundcr< step out of their 
dugoiit to meet the cart, 
ho are you?*’ 

‘Going for I>nj<li\\ood." 

Tlic sentry interrupts: 

Oon I listen to them. Thej’rc going into the 
forest wiiJi brushwood.” 

Excuse us. sir. e lost our axe so we re coin® 
l>ack for it....” 

‘ What s the matter. Ii\x‘d twenty-four years 
under llie Soviet system and forgot the word ‘com¬ 
rade after tlirce months of occupation?” 

“f or that won! they lieat us—the starost.^ does 


and Uic Germans too.” 

“Then how does your friend get along witliout 
sir ? Or don I the Germans beat him because they 
think he’.s on their side?” 

The .«ceond old fellow grins. “Got no teeth. 
Shed ‘shir’ once, mj they Iwat me up.” 

Beneath the bnishwood we find a thin Jewish 
lad and a dark-haired girl of sixteen holding on 
to one another. Both arc trembling_ 

“What’s this eh. '^hir? Out with it!” 

“Are you really the partisans?” 

Tlien tlie old men tell their story. The two 
youngsters ran into their village. Said they were 
Komsomol members. Brother and sister, Nepom- 
nyashchy by name. From Mena. SS men came to 
Mena and began to shoot and hang people and 



rape the girls. And the local partisans wen' 
poorly armed, tliey'd broken up. . . . 

Messengers come running in. St'outs return.... 

The invaders have o<rupie(] Gulino. The cav¬ 
alry- group under Loshakov and Druzhinin has 
fallen hack «Ithout ofTering resistance. 

from Dohryanka, eighty kilometres away, ar¬ 
rives a group headed hy .Marusya Skripka. .Mam- 
sya also brings bad news. The Dohryanka detach¬ 
ment has been routed after stubborn figlil- 
ing. Commafider ^ avtuslienko. who was also 
secretary of the district committee of the Parly. 
V'’as killed in action. The chairman of tlie district 
Soviet. Epstein, is gravel), perhaps mortally, 
wounded. 

From Chernigov comes the report that Comrade 
Tolchko s group fell into the liands of llie Ges¬ 
tapo. All were tortured for a long time and tlicn 
sliot. TTiere are scores of gallows in the town. 
f)n one of them hang a man and a woman witli 
sacks over ihdr headk?. to hide tlicir faces, and 
"itlj signs on their che?t: the name Maria Dem¬ 
chenko on the wonnm's body and Fyodorov on 
the man's.* 


• I^tcr we learned that the Germans “hanged” me 
three limes in Chernigov, twice in Nezhin and many 
>nore limes in various district centres.— Author's note. . 


89 



'‘How's tlii-it? hcrc^s Fyodorov, standing 

before you. And Doinchenko doesn't come from 

C he mi CO V a^^'^vav. licsidcs, she's in the Soviet 

1 » 

renr. 

Tlio l>''arers of llio news sluvig lliedr shoulders. 
‘'Wc don't know.” 

Rilitsky an<! his men are hack from Koryu- 
i.o\ka. The fascists set fire to the place. On the 
way hark the scouts \isited the spot where the 
Koryukovka ih-tachment had hecn loc4ilcd. They 
found the <lu 2 outs smashed and the hotlies of sev* 
er.al de.id partisans lying among the ruins. 
Where were the others? Had they gone off? Or 
been taken prisoner? 

From all parts of ilie resn*'n people come to 
IIS, to our siiowcd-undcr dugouts. All we hear are 
the words: shot, killed, arrostod. ... 

* * * 

What with the unavoidable upset caused by 
the had news in tliose difficult days, an outsider 
might not have noticod our fighting spirit or the 
existence of premeditated action and a firm and 
co-oixlinnted plan. 

Rut in the privacy of the headquarters dngoiil 
the commanders were stubbornly toiling over the 
plan of an offensive operation. The top men, my- 
••elf among tlicm, naturally could not remain 
calm in face of the alarming reports brought in 
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by the scouts and messengers. Tliere was onl> 

one way out of the situation: to take the offen¬ 
sive. 


Strange as it may seem, our iriimj) card was 
the enemy’s seif-confi»lonce. Keports came from 
Pogorellsy that the German garrison had wtlleci 
down there with mery comfort. The Germans ale 
and drank a lot. caroused at night, and undressed 
"hen they went to bed. 

A large number of them were stationed 
there no less than five hundred men. \Vc were 
highly pleased to learn that our scouts had found 
the Pogorellsy population profoundly s^mipathet- 
ic and burning with desire to help tlie partisans. 
It was only thanks to the kolkhoz people that more 
and more reconnoitred spots appeared on the i>lan 
Rvanov was drawing up: die headquarters, ma¬ 
chine-gun nests, parking places, ammunition depot, 
fuel store and die quarters of Major Schwalbe 
and Lieutenant Fcrrenc. 


Our greatest helper was Vasya Korobko, a 14- 
ycar-old Pogorellsy schoolboy. This thin, dark¬ 
haired peasant lad had long been begging to ba 
taken into the detachment. Se^’eral times he came 
to see Balabai. 

“Take me jj), Alexander PctroWch/’ he would 
say. ‘M’ll stand up under anything. Vm small, and 
I tan crawl tlirough any place, Til never be 
afraid of anylhinp!” 
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Still Balahai could not make up his mind to 
take him info the dotachinent. Then Va?ya hejiged 
for at least an assignmciil. Ho was advised 
to fix himself up in the Gennan commandant’s 
oflice. which was lo«ale4l in the hiiilding of the vil¬ 
lage Soviet. 

“Sliininp the Germans’ hooU?’’ \'as)a asked 
phimh. 

“Hilt ) on yourself said you were ready for aiiv- 
thing." 

lie really <lid lake to shining the Germans’ 
I'oots. and he so niatiapcd to worm his way into 
their confiden<e that Uicy never su.sjieclcd him 
when a leaflet from onr forest printshop made 
its .afvpearancc on the very door of the comman¬ 
dant's office. 

After that there wa.s a terrible rumpus in Po- 
pore.lLsy. Tlie fascists tore up tlie lloors in five 
peasant houses. For some reason they decided lliat 
if it was an “iindcrpround" printshop then it must 
realiv he under the floor. 

Tlirouph Balal >ai Vasya sent us a most detailed 
|>lan of Poporeltsy that he had drawn himself. 
The house in which the commandant livtvl' was 
depicted in cross-section in tins plan. 

“That’s the bed," Vasya explained. "And this 
is the commandant himse.lf lying in the bed with 
his head toward the window. I drew a swastika on 
his forehead so you wouldn’t make a mistake." 
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Tlie night of November 29 a ^ oung pioneer 
named Galy'a Gorbach came to the ramp and in 
Irighlful excitement told us: 

The most mysterious German's slaving at our 
house. He s an officer. And bis orderly L' as good- 
looking as an officer. Vi lien the rest are asleep 
these two whisper about somelliing all the time. 
Tlicy ve got a sp<x*ial suitcase and tliev hide it from 
fverj-body; sometimes they cover it with ratrs and 
sometimes they put it under the fioor hoards. Yes¬ 
terday they took it to tlic stable and buried it in 
the manure." 

hat do you think is in this suitcase?” 

‘’I don't know. Mama doesn't either. \Yhen 
they whisper to each other we stand by the win¬ 
dow and listen. Only it's in German and ""e don't 
understand it" 

Vie thanked Galya, of course, and' told her to 
convey thanks to her mama from the partisans. 
\fe wanted to send someone to accompany her 
hack hut she refused. .\nd she couldn’t liave been 
a day over fourteen. Hefore she left she .said, her 
eyes lighting up: 

“Could you give me a grenade? Just one. Po¬ 
lya Gorodash has three of them, only she’s stingy. 
She s my best friend, but she won't give me one 
for anytliing.” 

“ViTiat do you need a grenade for?” 

She smiled slyly. "People say you have for- 
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ly boxes of those "jenades, and maybe more. 
Thcs're just lying around, but I'd lliro»%'—” 

Kapranov roared willi delight. \Viping away 
the tears, he said over and over again: 

“There’s a girl for you, a real partisan!" 

I called him over and tobl him in a whisper 
to give lier some candy. He immediately lunied 
serious. 

“Theie isn't any. Alexei Fyodorovich." 

I had to repeat the instruction. He carried it 
out unwillingly. Oddly enough, the girl wasn't 
jileased with the candy. She look it, it's tnie. but 
.she seemed really hurl that we hadn't given her a 
grenade. 

It was a great templntion to tell Galya Uiat 
wc would soon be seeing her again. 

On the evening of November 30 an alarm was 
sounded in the camp and the order drawn up long 
l>eforehand went into effect: all the platoons were 
to pick up and march during the night to the po¬ 
sitions of the Perelyub detaclunenl in the Topolcv 
woods for concerted action. 

The weather favoured us. A blinding snow’- 
storm arose. The moon came up only after mief- 
nighi. Tlic march was an extremely difficult one. 
but then it was just what we had wished for—a 
complete secret. 

At noon on December 1 the partisans of four 
detachments joined up near the Topolcv woods. 
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The men started making friends. At last the amal¬ 
gamation had' really taken place. Now there were 
some three hundred men in the united detachment. 

But the enemy gave us no chance to rest after 
the dilhcull march. An hour later a force the size 
of a company arris-ed in h-ucks, fanned out and 
began combing the woods. 

Of course, tl»e fascist scouts were nowhere 
around that night. The Fritzes were sure that tliey 
would still find Balabai’s small detachment here. 
In ten minutes our joint forces routed the enemy. 
Leaving sixteen dead on Uie field of battle, he 
turned and fled. 

Here is where wc found out we had a lot of 
brave men among us. Our boys counter-attacked 
with su^ fury, so spiritedly and so noisily, tliat 
the fascists took to their heels without a glance 
backward. An especially good sho%v'ing in this 
battle was made by Artazeye\% who had come to 
Us from Dobryanka wilJi Marusya Skripka. At 
first he fired from behind cover, but wlien the Hit¬ 
lerites bolted he rose to his enormous height and 
set off after thent on his long legs. And was lus 
dander up! Before overtaking tlie fascisu he sud¬ 
denly somcpsaullcd at full speed. We all thought 
he was wounded. But ho jumped up again, ran 
oil, caught up with two Fritzes and belaboured 
them with his rifle buU and bayonet until both 
were laid low. 
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Lalcr we found out that Arlazeyev had stopped 
to lake off his hoots, which were too large 
and bolhcrc<l him. and then barefoot })ur-.uej the 
Germans through tiie snow. 

Then there was Yuly Sinkcvich. who liad 
‘ecmed a quiet. moileM chap. To tell the Irutli. we 
all thoiiglil liini a coward, hut in this niglit balllo 
he killed throe Hitlerites. And what a change in 
the >nan! He kept thumping Artazeyev on the 
shoulder, began to eat more, and demanded a 
double ration of liejuor from Kapranov. That 
evening, while the rest were singing and dancing 
around tlic campfires, Sinkcvich gave liis rifle a 
thorough cleaning. 

The men did not yet know what awaited them 
that niglil. Many were surprised when at ten 
o'clock they were orderc;! to throw snow over llie 
fires and take a nap. 

At two a.m. we roused everybody. Each com* 
pany, each platoon and each squad was given a 
specific assignment. At d:30 on Decenrber 2 we 
all crawled up to the assault positions. At 5:00 
Rvanov pullet! the trigger of his rocket pistol. 



CHAPTER TWO 

FIRST SUCCESSES 

The Pogoreltsy operation does not belong to the 
category of major military operations or verv 
Akil^Tully conducted ones. It was simply a bold 
raid that took the enemy by surprise. Althougli 
we spent a fairly long Ume preparing for it, I am 
not sure it went off without tactical mistakes. 

Howe^'e^, the operation was of very great im¬ 
portant to us. Later both officei^ and men often 
recalled it around campfires and told the new- 
comers about it. Even now we invariably go over 

llie episodes of that engagement when we get to* 
gether. 

As we crawled toward the village of Pogorel¬ 
tsy Aal early morning the commanders and the 
membere of the R.C. were more nervous than any¬ 
body else. They reali/.ed that the loss of tins bat- 
tie might mean the failure of the partisan move¬ 
ment in the region or at any rate a serious blow 
to It. If we failed we would have to start all over 
again from the beginning. 
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fJcfore us in tlie snowy steppe lies a large 
(lark %-illage. Tlirough it runs a highway. Seven 
kilometres from the village ihc forest from which 
we emerged two hours before looms black. A 
late moon hangs low in the sky. It is frosty and 
there is a moderate wind. 

'Ihe grovip with which Popudrenko, Yaremen- 
ko. Rvnnov and I are crawling is stretched out in 
a line along the bed of a gully. Tlierc are sixteen 
in our group. In the four groups surrounding the 
village tliere arc 242 jwrtisans in all. V,'c try not 
to talk or even to whisper. 'All the men and oOt- 
rers know the exact location of oiir command post. 
This is the kolkhoz storage yard, now neglected, 
in which a broken %% innowing machine, the fly* 
wheel from an engine, a heap of rusty gears and 
a woni-do'Mi millstone were lying about in disor¬ 
der. 

W’e peer at our watches. They all say some¬ 
thing differojit. \^e decide to synchronize them by 
Hvanov's. Just a few minutes left before the 
signal. 

These few minutes arc llie tensest. We stare 
at one spot. A peaceful wisp of smoke curls up 
from the tall house in the cciUre of the village 
in which the enemy headquarters is located. Not 
only this wisp of smoke but the village as a whole 
looks as though Oiere were no war going on. Yet 
there are more than five hundred enemy soldic« 
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■■nd officer in U.e village, sen, here especially ,o 
P US out. At the moment they are sleepine 
snon^, scratching themselves in Uieir sleep, o; 

lo„rsi they have 

ambuA to meet us and are sitting in 

Ihf^ll ‘"p i" 

toclcr."a?5!S,“" 

trlv'^^T P“'“' “"<) P'-IIs the 

m ®r; ®''' "■> -P<>«- And iJ at thm 

^ - the centre of 

tain' v" P“P“<i«nho cannot con- 

imself and jumps out of concealment. 

thp ^»ack. A second strike of the gong, 

then a ^rd But the village remains as qui^t Ts 

rockpt' at that moment: his 

xvhi tn'sfires. but he s^^ears only in a 

v^per A fourth strike, a fifth.... Rva,tov 
sv^gs the firing.pin of the rocket pistol down on 
•he nnllstone with all his might. WiU. a hiss and 
a sputter the green light soars into the sky. 

Uter we learn that the gong had not been 
ri ^arm but merely the striking of the hour. 

A second passes, two seconds. Shots ring out. 
ne partisans me and run toward the village. To 
right, near the church, there is the blast of 
an explosion. A huge flame shoots up. It leaps 
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)n’"Iicr and liijihcr. liglilinz up the village. Now 
we sec the Germans too. Gloss tinkles, and while 
ligures tumble out of windows. A German machine 
gun st.arts chattering but immediately j>eler5 
out. Half-dressed Hitlerites by the score dash hel¬ 
ter-skelter, all of them shouting at the top of 
their voices. Their cries merge in an unbroken 
'»ail that reaches us through the continuous 
crackle of tonimy guns ami rifles. 

Fascists run toward us. loo. straight toward 
our command post, screaming one and the same 
A\ords over and over again: 

"Hitssixclie fKiriisiin, Hiissisclic. Rtixxiscltt'. 
Riisxisc/u: parlisan!" 

W'e were to hear this wail fairly often for the 
next three years. Front out of smashed tanks, 
bunting headquarters buildings, wrecked railway 
coaches tcrror-slricketi Hitlerites will run shouting 
us today: 

"Russischf, Russischc. Russischr partisan!" 

The flatnes leap higher and higher: the boys of 
Gromenko's platoon have set fire to the fuel dump. 

Tile fascists u+io run toward ns in panic fear 
we lay low to the last man. After that we cannot 
hold ourselves back and we follow Popudrenko 
into the thick of the battle. Now our command 
post is on the main street of the xdllage. Here it 
is light and lively. Trucks are burning. Hitlerites 
jump from them. Tlie battle begins to subside. We 
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and suddenly by the light of the fire tve 

.:t s-rf• ff.n--; s;.;- 

Galya!” I shout. “Go and hide!” ’ 

She tu™ ,0 me and says gaily: 

all d^d.” Germans-they'ro 

got rttrr r“ “>’• I've 

got «,ree Germans in the bathhouse ” 

nring“Z m'aT ^he 

goinVo^fora'" 

he asks: 

.fie s^htet”" 

Galya is very mucfi put out: they ran away 

fiuddfeTbod""" Tl," tfie 

huddled bodies There are many bodies. Two men 

re counting them; they were specially detailed 

lln"- Sh.<<<e"ly Galya dashes ahead: 

she 7^"°“ Itelp me!” she 

hand 'of ^ T stiffened 

hand of a huge, redheaded noncom. 

like imi! ‘’7 f"''”'™'" 'vhich looked 

like mutation leather, and Balabai opens it with 
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his bayonet as he would a tin can. \^’omcn’s col¬ 
lars. karakul pelu. watches, silk garments and 
even brassieres lie neatly folded inside the suit- 
rase. People gather around us. Here is an occasion 
for a meeting. 

Yaremenko mounts llie porch of a house. Par¬ 
tisans and villagers come running up from all 
sides. Women come running too, many of them 
with loaves of bread and pitchers of milk. 

“This is wh.nt the fascist invaders want 
from US.’’ says Yaremenko. and lifting the suit¬ 
case high he shows everybody the contents. 

This is more impre-^sivc than any speech. 

Among the partisans I see newcomers. Pogo- 
rclLsy peasants. They stand out because they carry 
only captured tommy guns and rifles. 

Hvanov comes up. “Time to withdraw,” he 
says. “We planned the operation for half an hour 
and more tlian an hour has already passed. 

But just at that moment up runs Yemelyanov, 
our feldsher. “Three wounded. One fracture. We 
need a cast, but we havwi’t any plaster.... 1 ran 
to the hospital—a few Germans with a machine 
gun are there.” 

The battle for plaster losled eight minutes. 
Rvanov sends up a while rocket from a now Ger¬ 
man rocket pistol. Cease fire! Tlsc partisans come 
running up. We form into o column and march 
out of Pogoreltsy. 
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Half a kilometre out of die village we all be¬ 
gin hugging and congratulating one another and 
talking nineteen to the dozen. 

Above us all towers Popudrenko, mounted 

on an enormous and very vicious German 
stallion. 

“Call this a horse? It’s a devil!” Popudrcn- 
ho tells me, pounding the stallion on the head 
»vith his fist “Careful there, Alexei Fyodorovich, 
step aside. He bites like a crocodile.” 

At my rctfuest he orders in a stentorian 
voice: 

“Stop the chattfr! Hustle along!” 

Someone strikes up “Through die Valleys and 
Over the Hills. And now we suddenly discover 
that our boys are splendid, simply marvelous, 
singers.... 

* * * 

Such Is my general impression of the opera¬ 
tion. Of course, I haven’t told everything. Group 
leaders camo running up to our CP several times. 
Kvanov reported indignantly that Bessarab’s pla¬ 
tan liad not managed to straddle the road in 
lime and a good three hundred fascists had got 
away in the direction of Semyonovka. ,Every ten 
imnutes messengers reported on the progress of 
the operation. AH three of us—I, Rvanov and Po- 
pudrenko—issuedi instructions. 
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riie actual result'^ of the battle were the fol¬ 
lowing: we destroyed the ammunition depot, fuel 
dump and supply and provisions stores, two guns, 
nine trucks aiidf eighteen motorcycles. The enemy 
lost more than a hundred in killed. Our casual¬ 
ties were three wounded. 

'I'lie detachment carried through the operation 
to wipe out the German invaders in the village of 
I’ogorelt.-^v with a rating of '‘good.” Eighteen men 
were ritetl in an order of the day. W e drew the 
special attention of everybody to fighting man 
Arsenlv Kovlun's heroic deed. 

A man well on in years, before the war chair- 
nuin of a kolkhoz. Arseniy Kortun signed up for 
llie detaeliment and went off to the forest even 
1 efore the occupation. His sevcnleen-year-old son 
Grisha joined tlie partisans at the same lime. Bolli 
were enrolled in the Pcrclyuh detachment. 

Arsenty Kovtiin was a calm, silent, powerful- 
ly-huilt man who called himself a soldier and 
really did carry himself like an old, experienced 
soldier. He didn't push himself forward but when 
he was given a job lie did it well, no matter what 
it was—whether peeling potatoes, chopping down 
a tree, digging an excavation for a dugoul, or 
bringing in a “longue”. . .. 

In this battle Kovtun was ordered lo remove 
the sentry before headquarters quietly. He crawled 
up only to discover that there was a pair of 


iOh 



Uiem: hvo German sentries were marching around 
Uie house. Kovtun waited for the signal. When 
Ihe rocket rose over Pogoreltsy he flung himself 
at the nearest senlr>', who succeeded in ririn<T a 
^hot, however. The bullet smashed the binoculars 
hanging about Kovlun’s neck but this did not stop 
him and he came to grips with the German. They 
crashed to the ground, the German landing on 
lop. The second sentry danced around, not dor- 
mg to shoot. Later Kovtun said he had deliberate 
ly Jet the German remain on top of him. 

When partisans ran up Kovtun instantly threw 
off the German, sprang to his feel and gave him 
a tremendfous blow over the head with his rifle 
butt. The butt burst into splinters. Tiie second 
sentr)- fired several times; two bullets went ihrou-h 
Kovtun’s greatcoat. He charged and plungeil his 
bayonet into the German. Then Grisha ran up. 

You all right. Pa?” he asked, excited. 

Yes, son, I m all right.” Kovtun answeredi as 
he wrenched the rifle from the stiff fingers of the 
sentry and da-shed into the thick of battle. 

All day long the partisans kept telling one 
another about this encounter. Kovtun himself did 
not say an>thing, hut when persistently urgedi he 
gave sober and precise answers. 

“That German that lay on top of you. Uncle 
Arsenty, was he heavy?” 

He didn’t lie on me. He was rolling on me.” 
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“A big guy. was he?” 

“Big all right, but that wasn't all of it. He 
smelled like a distillery. lx>aded down with rum. 
.irul his longue hansing out like that dog's over 
there.” 

“How did you break the butt? Ids head 

as tough as all that?” 

“He wore a helmet. And his head was liard 
too. Vi’ell, and I had an Italian rifle—the quali¬ 
ty's not all it might be....’’ 

Some fifteen kilometres out of Pogoroltsy we 
heard the echo of distant firing. First machine 
guns opened up. then came se^’cral dull heavy ex¬ 
plosions. 

“Gernv.ins fighting Germans,” the scouts soon 
reported. “Hemforeements for the PogorelUy gar¬ 
rison canw* up from Semyonovka. The Germans 
that rcmaine<l in Pogorcltsy thought the partisans 
had come l>aeJc and opened fire. And the Semyo- 
nnvka Germ.ins thought the partisans had enlrcnehcd 
thonistdves in the village. They Iwgan smoking 
them out with artillerv'. Tliey fought half an 
hour.” 

“Tliero's a just war for you!” said our hero, 
Kovtun. 

Every lime we managed lo set the fascists 
against one another after that our men said: 

"Tliere’s a just war!” 

* * * 
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We relumed to the forest in which the region¬ 
al detachment stood before the Pogoreltsy engage¬ 
ment. Where one hundred men had lived be¬ 
fore we now had over three hundred—all the pla¬ 
toons plus the Pogoreltsy reinforcements. It was 
freezing weather, with a herce icy wind blowing 
often. Winter was just setting in. The real frosts 
were still to come; and besides, the food situation 
was defmitcly growing worse—our supplies were 
coming to an end. 

But it was as if we had received a new set of 
men. TTiey were more disciplined and carried out 
all orders quickly and willingly. Evenings around 
the campfires they took apart and studied German 
rifles, tommy guns and machine guns. 

“That’s right, comrades. No one will be giv¬ 
ing us any weapons within the immediate future. 
Fighting man Kovtun, answer this question: ^^Tio’s 
the main provider of weapons for the Ukrainian 
partisans?” 

“Hitler!” says Kovtun, rising to his feet and 
saluting. 

“As you were, you don’t know the subject. 
Malchik, what do you say?” 

Scout Malaldi Malchik* was actually around 
seventy. He hod been a member of the Party since 
1917. An ex-forester and ex-carpenter, he was 


• Malchik means “boy” in Russian.— Trans. 
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a<ri!c. (piick. efTicienl and could turn his hand to 
nn\thing. He came to tlie detachmonl uith two 
grown suns, a daughter and a son-in-law. He was 
thoroughly at home in the forest. In c%er>- village 
he had friends. 

“Our main source of supply, Alexei Fyodo¬ 
rovich.” he an.swered with a grin, “is partisan 
hraverv." 

y 

“No,” Semyon Tikhonovsky interruplcil him. 
Semyon was always sure to lliink up something. 
“The main partisan provider is confidence. If 
you're confident of victory you’ll win, and live a 
hurnlred years after the war.” 

“Huh. i.sn't he tlie confident guy!” 

‘‘Ahsolutely I Kver hear the story how the par- 
li.san and tlie German argued about encircle¬ 
ment?” 

"Tell us, Semvon Mikhailovich.” 

Tikhonovsky didn’t have to be asked twice. 

‘‘Well.” he began, “a Gorman mi'Ots a parti¬ 
san. ‘Surrender.' the German says, ‘because I’m 
going to surround you and wipe you out.’ ‘You’re 
just a stupid parrot, that’s what.' the |)arlisaii 
says. ‘How can you surround me when you’re all 
surrounded vourself and haven’t anv place lo go?’ 
‘Ha-ha-ha,’ the German says, but he takes a look 
around. I’ll get lo the Urals,’ he says, ‘the Fiili- 
rcr's leading me.’ But again he looks around. 
‘How can you encircle us and win,’ sa)-s the par- 
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tisan again, when all you do is keep turning your 
head, shooting your eyes back all the time? And 
>ou can t help looking back because human eyes 
got you surrounded on all sides, and there's an¬ 
ger in those eyes, and your death.’ The German 
leu out a yell. ‘Shut up or I’ll kill you!’ But he 
Mn t help himself and looks around again. And 
here the partisan ups and lays him low,” 

So I walk of an evening from fire to fire. lis¬ 
tening to the partisans talking, looking over the 
camp. How everjthing has changed! Just two davs 
ago the men were walking about silent and glum. 

In each glance was the anxious question, “What 
next?” 

And now even the forest seems difTerenl. 
Evenings the light of the fires reveals a magnifi- 
even a majestic, scene. The air is crisp, 
faces are rosy, there is laughter, noise and gay 
ringing voices. Some wrestle in tlie snow, some 
strike up a song. Steam rises from the kettles— 
supper will soon be ready.... 

Bessarab comes up, “Folks, aliem, er, are in a 
good mood;!” 

What do you think is the reason?" 

Bessarab twirls his moustache thoughtfully. 

“I think, Alcocei Fyodorovich, this phenome¬ 
non is to be explained by the fact that we, ahem, 
cr, joined forces and struck at the enemy udth 
our combined efforts....” 
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“So we were right in uniting?” 

ITie man is extremely conceited; he feels ho 
should admit he was in the wrong but he wants 
it to appear as if he were doing me a favour. 

‘i.abour picks a man up. Now we’ve laboured. 
That’s why. I think, the men’s mood is up to the 
mark.” 

“That means we did right in uniting?” 

e chose the right moment. At that moment, 
ahem, it was neccssar>' to act together.” 

I'hat ends the talk witli Uessarab. Deep down 
in his heart he still clings stubbornly to his pre¬ 
vious views. But llie facts are so obvious tliat he 
has to make a tem[)orary retreat. 

We ronsidcred the main result of the Pogo- 
rcllsy operation to be a general rise in morale. 
Tlie men began to have respect for themselves, to 
have confidence in their strength. Now we fre¬ 
quently heard talk about the need for still bolder 
and bigger raids. However, in reality our success 
was much broader and much more significant than 
we believed. 

As I liavc already said, 242 partisans took 
part in the Pogorellsy engagement. Besides, sev¬ 
eral villagers helped us spy out the enemy’s 
strength. A number of the men ^vho guided! our 
companies to the village were also local people. 
After the battle almost all of them joined the 
detachment. But it was not only scouts and 
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Wbo made up the reinforcements from Pogo- 

J.*"® engagement we had many helpers 
m we xtd not know and upon whose help we 

Later we became accustomed to havdng scores 
01 nameless helpers fighting alongside uith us in 

tim-J ^ Laltle is exciting, it stirs even 

'«m>d souls. When the German flees he is pursued 

» ^ 1 . ^ Partisan’s bullet. Old women fling 

L°m f windows, boys fire slingshoLs at 

urn from attics, the lame trip him up with their 

nrr long-sup. 

P'-e^d hatred for the enemy. 

fir*. ^ Pogorellsy engagement that we 

came to know such helpera. Some of them 
grew so hold the>' came out into the open and 

1 ^ ^ They snatched up guns dropped 

oy the Germans artd used them to kill die enemy. 

After the battle many of these comrades came 
o the detachment. “We simply can’t remain in 
Ihe village any longer,” they declared. 

Pbe Pogoreltsy reinforcements were quite 
Sttable—jnore than fifty people. 

as a matter of fact, actually tlas figure 
considerably greater. The day after the oper- 
more than ten volunteers came to our camp, 
he n^ day twenty.two came. People came on 
the third dlay and on the fourth. And not only 
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from Po'ioreltsy bul from Bogdanovka, Oleshnya. 
Clu'iichiki and Samolugi. Old men, women, girls 
and even cliildren of twelve and thirteen came and 
asked if tlicy could “sign up with the partisans.’ 

In all these villages located within a radius 
of ten to fifteen kilometres from our camp people 
tumbled out into the streets that early morning 
of the Pogoreltsy ojieralion, looked at the glow 
in the sky and listened witli hope to the sounds 
of battle. Everybody rcalizetl lliis could not be 
punitive detachments out on a sadistic spree. 
What could liavc liappcned then? Did the Red 
Army break through? Or did it drop paratroop. 
ei>? There were all kiiuU of gues-ses. 

And. of course, tlic news spread like ^vildfire. 
Without newspapers or the radio the people of 
llie remotest villages learned tliat the partisans 
had fmally emerged from the forest anti were giv¬ 
ing it to the Germans. The Hitlerites and their 
henchmen had just been trumpeting high and low 
that Uicre wore no partisans anywhere. “Small groups 
of Bolshevik bandits are liiding in the^ forests. 
They will sooti be cauglil and wiped out,” is what 
they said. And now tlie Germans were fleeing in 
panic across the fields and down the roads. Attack¬ 
ing a garrison that size was no joke! No, those were 
no small groups in the forests bul hundreds and 
maybe even thousands of partisans. And they had 
machine guns and mortars and cannon! 
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"Hie facists Uiemselves set up a ho\'l that they 
had been attacked by a powerful, well-armed 
detachment. They couldn’t, after all. admit that 
the garrison had been routed by a group of par¬ 
tisans. 

This uas the first outstanding partisan action 
in Chernigov Region. It showed the people Uiat, 
living and operating side by side with them on 
enemy-occupied territory, were their defenders, 

avengers of their trampled honour. Soviet men and 
women began to lift their heads. 

* * * 

We fortified our forest positions. Almo.^t daily 

either Hitlerites or Hungarians attacked us from 
one side or the other. Sometimes the enemy flung 
newly.formed police units against us. An alarm 
would be sounded in camp around ten or eleven in 
the morning, and two or three companies would 
set out to meet the enemy. 

Occasionally we made raids on enemy garrisons. 
Not all of them were as successful as the Pogo- 
rellsy raid, but all were sulTicicntly telling. The 
invaders seemed to have resigned themselves to our 
existence and for the time being recognized the 
forest as a partisan zone. 

We soon gathered, though, that at that period 
the Cerman command was deliberately refraining 
from throwing large forces against us. It was con- 
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fident that it would not he difficult to ferret out 
and annihilate the partisans at any time. It saw its 
primar>' task to f>e the organization of iU rule, total 
enslavement of the population. “Inspire fear in all 
who survive. The stamp of the German bool must 
make the Russian heart quake.” Such was the task 
Alfred Rosenberg set the soldiers in the array of 
occupation. 

But this program of terror suffered a fiasco, 
as. indeed, did everything else the arrogant and in¬ 
solent fascists thought up. 

One day our men brought a “tongue” into head¬ 
quarters, He was a nonconi of the SS troops. \X’e 
called in Karl Shveilik, an interpreter from Bala- 
bai's company, to help with the questioning. Karl 
was a native of the Ukraine and a real Soviet pa¬ 
triot. 

During the interrogation the SS man asked our 
interpreter if he was a German. 

“Yes," Karl answered. “I‘m a German but not 
one who’s been doped by Hitler.” 

Tlio SS man. whose hands were tied, tried to 
kick Karl. Even after he was given a slap in the 
face he kept spitting and shouting: 

“Fools! You’ll all be caught in two weeks and 
lianged!” 

“Wliy in two wedcs? Why not now? Scared?” 

“Right now you are useful to our com¬ 
mand.” 
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burst out laughing. But there was a grain 
of truth in what the SS )nan said: the occupation 
authorities thought they would be able to turn the 
population against the partisans. 

In some places the Germans themselres formed 
partisan detachments. 

They issued arms to released criminals and in- 
velerate bandits and gave them a free hand to plun. 
der and kill the population. The bandits were 
ordered to pretend they were partisans. 

This provocative plan was as stupid as it was 
msidious. Only ihe very naive fell for it. The ma¬ 
jority of Urn population was able to distinguish 
unerringly between real partisans and agents pro¬ 
vocateurs. ... It sought protection against these 
handiU not from tlie occupation authorities or from 
the police but from us. 

^ ith the help of the population our reconnai«- 
«nce established that one such band was operating 
in the village of Lukovitsy in Koryukovka District! 
The platoon commanded by Comrade Kozik and' 
my R.C. aide. Comrade Balitsky, were given 
Ihe assignment of wiping out the agents provo¬ 
cateurs. 

Our men took the bandits by surprise and 
after disarming them led them out into Uie street. 
All the village inhabiunls gathered to watch the 
trial. Balitsky read aloud the R.C. leaflet “Who 
Are the Partisans. ’ Then all the loot found on the 


8* 


115 



liandits was distributed amon" the victims. The 
haiidits were shot on tfic spoL in the presence of 
the villagers. 

After tlic Pogoreluy operation Uie Gi‘nnan 
carrisons in llic neighbourins hamlets and village:* 
received sizable reinforcem<-nts. According to our 
intelligence reports, the enemy had some three ihoti- 
sand men concentrated around Heiinentarovka For* 
est. They were in no hurry to fight the partisans, 
preferring the easier “job" of taking reprisals 
against the population. 

\ illages went up in llames. In their posters and 
leaflets tlic invaders wrote that they were “wiping 
out partisan nests.*’ Actually they conducted no in¬ 
vestigations whatsoever. Punitive units would break 
into villages and drive all the people from their 
homes. Those who tarried to snatch up some neces- 
.sary articles, or who pul up resistance, were shot 
on the spot. After taking the warm clolKing, bicy¬ 
cles, phonographs, i>alches, money and' other valu¬ 
ables and driving off the cattle, the punitive expe¬ 
dition would set fire to the houses one after an¬ 
other. 

Burgomasters appeared bi the district centres 
nearest us—Kholmy and Kor>-ukovka. Field and 
economic commandants’ offices began “working.” The 
Gestapo arrived and settled down in houses with 
big deep cellars. Pan Dobrovolsky, chief of police 
for the Ukraine east of the Dnieper, and' his staff 
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took up residence in the report town of Sosnilsa. 
.It t}» confluence of the Desna and the Ubed. In all 
tne inhabited points police squads ^'e^e set up and 
starostas “elected” in quick order. 

The majority of the starostas put into ofiice by 
the occupants were bitter enemies of the people. 
The partisans fought and e.xposed them and mcr- 
(ilcsslv put to death the basest and cruelest of them. 
Sometimes, however, the Hitlerites were unable to 
find an out-and-out traitor in a village and were 
forced to appoint as slarosta a man they had not 
fully probed, just so long as he was not a Com¬ 
munist or an especially active supporter of Soviet 
power. And so. before taking any measures against 
a slarosta we first found out from the inhaldlants 
what sort of man he was. If he proved to be wa¬ 
vering in the least we sent people to him to try 
and win liim over to our side. 

Besides, we endeavoured to get our own, tested, 
men appointed to the posL The reader already 
knows that one such agent of the Bolshevik under¬ 
ground was Yegor Bodko who had been left be¬ 
hind in Lisoviye Sorochintsy by the district com- 
miltce of the Party. Now we continued selecting 
new people for this work. 

One night as I was returning to the headquarters 
dugoul after making tlie rounds I heard tlic loud 
laughter of Nikolai Nikitich Popudrenko; his 
laughter was always very hearty and infectious. 
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Upon opening the door I found Popudrenko sitting 
by the lamp with two old men whom I did not know. 

Popudrenko threw me a glance and again 
roare<l with delight. 

on just listen to thi®, Alexei Fyodorovich!** 
he exclaimed. "Here’s a deputation that’s a depu¬ 
tation I ” 

It was evident the old men didn’t share his gay 
mood. One of Uiem looked downright gloomy. Tho 
other rose when he noticed me and declared in a 
hurt voire: 

”If ue’re weak in the head then explain us 
what's what. Wc’\e come to you for help, for ad¬ 
vice." 

Popudrenko immediately became serious. 

"Repeat it. d.ul," he said. “Tell it to our com¬ 
mander. Don't feel hurl. It really is an im|>orlant 
matter, and you can he sure we'll settle it one way 
or another. I wasn’t laughing at you.... I was 
simply tickled by wliat you told me." 

The old men exchanged glances. I .sat down at 
the table opposite tivcm and offered them some 
makhorka. 

"We conae from Guta village—*’ one of them 
began. 

"You ought to give orders. Comrade Command¬ 
er." the other interrupted, “so it’d be easier to 
pet to you. The sentry held us up two hoiKS. And 
this is urgent." 
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“We come from Guta Wllage,” the first one repeat¬ 
ed. “A speaker of yours came to our place—I 
don’t know whether from the Party or from the 
partisans. That speaker read us the war bulletin— 
our thanks to him—and told us how things were 
going at the front and how we ought to fight the 
Gerjnans and fool them. 

“He was a tall fellow, and dark. We don’t 
know his name. But he’s a good speaker, gels at 
your insides. .. . 

“Well, how to fool the Germans so they won’t 
pinch us too hard. That speaker said the Germans 
would come to our village soon to choose a slarosta. 
That they’d hold something in the way of elections. 
And so your speaker told us to pick one of our men 
lieforehand. For slarosta, that is. So that the Ger¬ 
mans would think that man of ours was for them 
but really he’d be for us. That right, Stepan?” The 
narrator asked his companion, throwing an angry 
glance at Popudrenko, as much as to say, “Wlial’s 
funny about this, anyway?” 

“That’s right,” Stepan answered, “Exactly right. 
And be said, besides, that our man ought to go to the 
commandant and lay it on thidc as he’s a kulak 
and all for the fascist order. Is that right, Ivan?” 
“Right it is.” 

“Seven of us got together. We started talking 
each other into h: you go, Stepan; you go, Ivan; 
well, then, you go be the starosta, Sergei Vasilye- 
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vicli! Every one refuM?d.” The old man inhaled 
deeply an<l made a significant pau?^. 

I remarked cautiously. "Il‘s a compli¬ 
cated matter. A toiigli matter. It has to be pulled 
off so the fascists believe it. Otherwise it's the ropcl 
Its a dangerous job! A very brave and self-sacri¬ 
ficing man is needed." 

“W hat kind; do you say?” 

"A self-saerifieing man. I say. A man who's 
ready to die for his people." 

1 gave tlie old man a brief accmjiit of the life, 
work and heroic death of ^ egor \ cvtukhovieli 
Uodko. 

'1 he old iiiejj. dc^eply moved, were silent for .1 
vhiie. Then Stepan said: 

"What you said is right. Nowadays deallj go s 
around carrying a Ceniuin tommy gun instead of a 
seytJie. Dying is ca.<y. The hard thing is not to die 
for nothing. Comrade liodko who became an as¬ 
sistant starosia had a good story. They checked up 
on him—and sure enough, here’s a man expelled 
from the Party, so he can be tnistod with German 
affairs. That means he was brave and had brains 
too. Hut with u.s its diflererit. Comrade Com¬ 
mander—” 

‘i see you think we're all cowards, eh?” the 
other old man inlemiplod. ‘‘But tliat’e not so. The 
Germans aren’t so dumb they’ll just put anybody 
in that job. They’ll look around and ask questions. 
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And that's what we did—we sized up our men the 
way the Germans would. How’ many men are left 
jn the village? Well, Yeremei, we didn't count him: 
he isn’t all there. Vassily Kozhukh we crossed ofT 
the list too: home brew's the main lliing in Jiis life, 
^^ithout them, these bally ones, there arc forty- 
two men_” 

“And the men are all right. Good men, all 
for the Soviet system. Some are better, others 
worse. Well, we’d help him out. That’s not the 
trouble. Comrade Commander. ...” 

Here Popudreriko smiled again. Tlie old men 
foil silent. I looked at him and shook my head. 
He got up and went out. 

“Vniat’s he laughing about?” one of the old 
men asked. “Now you, I see. arc looking at it 
seriously.” 

“Listen some more.... So some of us got lo- 
getlier wlh the ex-chaimjan of our kolkhoz, and 
started going over the men—what each one’s like. 
Just like we were filling out a questionnaire for 
each one from memory: will he do for a German 
flunkev. will they believe he’s loyal or will Uiey 
find him out and hang him?” 

“First we wanted Alexander Petrenko.” 

“Fellow with a head on his shoulders, and 
young, not yet forty.” 

“He ran the kolkhoz auditing commission. And 
before that, fifteen years back, he was one of the 
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chiefs in the Kom5omol. a member of the Bureau, 
or some*thinp... 

I interrupted the old men. '*Too prominent a 
man. That kind won't do. comrades. Ife’d bo 
found out rijrhl off." 

‘ That's ju5t what we <ay too. It can^t be done— 
out of the question! So we tried another one-- 
Aji.J^rei Khuhnyak. He was head of the commission 
On stale credits and loans. And was active in fight¬ 
ing I lie kulaks. \\*c v<il»'d him down. 

"Then cattle Dekhlorcnko. He's a quiet man. 
real old. and he's rolisious. But his head works 
all right. 'I don't refus<\' ho says. H'm for the peo¬ 
ple. Onl) there's a hitch.' ‘V^’liat's the hitch, Pavel 
Spiridonovich?' ‘Tlic liilrh is/ he says, ‘that my eld¬ 
est son Mikola's a eojonel in the Red Army, and 
niy rni<ldle son Grigory worked in the <li5trict Par¬ 
ty cominiUec in that town called Vilnius^ and my 
ilaugliter \'4irv«ira I'avIo^^la. you know yourselves, 
was assistant manager of the street railway depart¬ 
ment in Kiev. So now figure it out for yourselves 
if their father's fit to lie slarosta.' So we decided he 
wouldn't do eilher." 

“Ycs> it's a lough situation," I agreed. Now I 
know why Popudrenko laughed. 1 was having a 
liard lime holding back a smile myself. 

‘‘Just wait. Comrade Fyodorov, We pick on 
Gerasim Klyuchnik, He's a gloomy guy, with'eye- 
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brows like a %isor. Just the right locks for the job. 
So Ivan and I go to his house. But he’s not in. V^'e 

ask his wife where he is. ‘Don’t know.’ she savs. 

0 

Just as we come out we see him heading tlirough 
the gully for the woods carr)ing a bundle. We 
^out, ‘Gcras*m!’ He turns arouncf. ‘What do vou 
want?’ ‘Gerasim, serve the people. You've kept 
quiet all these Soviet years, didn’t speak for or 
against. You’re just the man for starosta. You just 
run things with your mouth shut, don’t say any¬ 
thing to the Germans and don’t say anything to us. 
And if it’s got to be done, then punish someone a.s 
if it’s for violating the fascist rules. The main thing 
is not to let the Germans know what the people are 
doing. If a partisan comes or a war prisoner son 
ictums to his mother—to keep him out of German 
sight.’ 

“Gerasim thinks a while, scratches his head and 
then he an.«wers, ‘I can’t.’ ‘\^’hy not?’ ‘1 can't, and 
that’s all. What are you pestering me for? If 
I could I’d be glad to.’ And again he’s silent. ‘But 
tell us, Gerasim, we’re your friends.’ ‘All right,’ 
he says, ‘I’ll toll you! You know Sokolenko?’ 
‘Which Sokolenko? No one of that name in the 
village.’ 

“And Ivan and I look at each other. Why’d he 
bring up Sokolenko now? All through the Soviet 
years tliis Sokolenko used to write things for the 
papers about our village. 'Hiere used to be items 
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by liiiii in the district and Chernigov 
{>.i[)ors atui even in a Kiev paper. If there was 
an emhcwlemenl or if the chairman uorijed 
l)a<! or if there was something else fishy—banso. 
a lillle article. And he wrote poclrv. loo. that So* 
kolenko.” 

“ ‘r'nnin guys you are,* Gerasim savs to us. 
‘Tliat Sokolenko was me! Sokolenko was my pen 
name. Se<*? So what kind of starosla can I hr? 
riiere's just one thing for me—to join the par* 
tisans!* 

"And so. Comrade (Commander." Stepan con¬ 
tinued. “no matter who we take he lias the. Soviet 
}-lam]> on liim: this one was a tleputy to the district 
.Soviet or a memlier of the village Soviet, that one 
was a Stakhanovilc. the next one a lirigade lead¬ 
er. .. . No matter where you turn they’re all \in* 
Miilahle.” 

The old man fell silent. Me glanced at me re¬ 
proachfully and then rose. Hut I managed to re- 
jiress a smile. 

“IVlieve me, comrades," I said, “what you've 
told me is simply splendid. . . ." 

hat's splendul' about it? Tlie Gcrmaris’ll pul 
up Petro Gorokh, or even worse. Ivan Solomonny. 
Why, that one’s a thief. Such a rowdy he is, he 
e\-ni breaks his own windows, to soy nothing of 
oilier |>eo[)le’s. He'd agree to he slarosta, that one. 
He likes the Germans." 





Popudrenko returned, 

‘’Well, Nikolai Nikitich, what advice shall we 
give the comrades?’’ 

We puzzled over it a long time and finally came 
lo the conclusion no belter candidate could be 
found than Sokolenko, that is, Kl>-uchnik. The 
more so since he really did come to the forest the 
day before and was enrolled in one of our compa¬ 
nies. 

The orderly summoned Kl)'uchnik. He tume<l 
out to be a kolkJioz man of fifty-two with a big, 
heavy face, a sombre, beetle-browed look and com¬ 
pressed lips. 

“Too bad you revealed your pseudonym, Com¬ 
rade Klyuchnik. We’ve just come to tlie conclusion 
that nobody can liandle the job of starosta better 
than you.” 

He nodded silently. 

“Wlial do you think—the people to wl\oin 
you revealed your pseudonym won’t give you 
away?” 

“But there were just the t'vo of us. Comrade 
Commander!” one of die old men exclaimed. 

“Well, that means they won’t,” said Popud¬ 
renko. 

Klyuchnik nodded again. 

“3o you agree it’s a job that has lo be done 
and that there’s no one else to give it to?” 

“Now I see it.” 
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‘‘Then go and get to work. And the main thing 
"don't gel caught. Good luck!” 

On llial we said goodbye. V^Tien a printed par¬ 
tisan newspaper began coming out a few months 
later it carried fairly frequent items about rural 
life which bore Sokolenko's by-line. No one ever 
found out that the author of those items was the 
man the invaders had set up as the starosta of the 
village of Guta. 


* * * 

'I'he survivors of burned-out villages scalteiod 
throughout the entire region. Hundreds of families 
dragged along the roads seeking refuge with 
lulaiives. frituids or simply kind folk. 

But by far not all the homeless turned to rela¬ 
tives or friends for help. Very many wetU off into 
the forests. “Tlicre’s lines at our pickets like out¬ 
side a box-ofTice,” the partisans joked. 

Those who came to us were the very Soviet 

4 

people whose hearts Hosenberg had figured the 
stamp of the German boot wouldl cause to quake. 
They brought pistols, grenades and bullets with 
l)iem. And every one who came promptly told llio 
reason for his indignation. 

From the village of Malbutnya came an old 
kolkhoz peasant named Tovstonog. Some of our 
men knew him. He rendered' the partisans various 
services such as sheltering our scouts and messen- 
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gets in his home. He knew ihe wa) to the camp. 
Karly one morning he appeared ^vith three girh. 
One of the girls was leading a cow. 

I was asked to come to the picket. The old man 
demanded to see the chief himself. 

“So you’re Fyodorov?” the old man asked as 
he stretched out his hand. “I’ve heard of you. Your 
detachment has a fine reputation, ^’our boys have 
l>een at my house. Good boys they are. Tm sorry 
I have no sons or Fd give them my blessing ami 
send them to you.... I’d come myself but I’m get¬ 
ting on in years, feel weary.” 

As 1 listened to him I kept glancing involun¬ 
tarily at the girls. They were all slrong-looking 
and rosy-cheeked. The youngest—she couldln'l 
have been more than sixteen—held a rope the oilier 
end of which went around the cow’s neck. The cow 
was tossing her head. 

“Kosie,” the girl whispered, “you he uuiel. 
Rosie.” 

Your Rosies upset,” I said in an attemj)l to 
draw the young people into tife conversation. “She’s 
not used to wandering about in llie woods in 
winter.” 

The girl blushed down to her neck. 

“It’s nothing,” she whispered, her eyes down¬ 
cast. 

“Well, what do you think of my girls. Comrade 
Commander? Here, let me introduce you: Nastya, 
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my eldest, finished nine grades of school. And the 
next one. Paslia, she's eighteen but was a group 
leader in the kolkhoz already. And then there's 
Shura, her mother's darling, with her friend 
Rosie. . . 

“Pa. " the girl protested, “don't inaJee fun of 
me... 

“Here now, we didn't come to cry, did we.^ 
It’s a gay crowd here, Shura. Anyone here play 
llie accordion? My girls. Comrade ('ommander, 
are rare singers. . . . Well, will you lake them in 
place of sons? And lake the cow too. Tlie old wom¬ 
an and I will get along somehow."’ 

1 di<ln'l answer at once. 

“Don't mind their not being talkative. Comrade 
(Commander.” he said in al.irm. “Tliey’rc strong 
girls." 

W’e enrollcff all three girls in the detachment. 
The two older ones got ust^d to the life quickly, 
went scouting and took part in battles side by side 
with the men. They all proved to be fine singers; 
Shur.a even became dtir song-leader. But she was 
nnnble to overcome her shyness. Whenever the men 
began to tell earthy partisan stories in her presence 
she would get up and go off into the woods. At the 
beginning we made her a medical orderly. She 
didn’t refuse but she was obviously disappointed. 
She wanted desperately to take part in the 
fighting. This small, apple-cheeked girl always 
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walked around with a medicine kit slung over her 

shoulder, and the kit was always filled to over* 
flowing. 

‘‘What have you got there in your kit. Shura? 
It’s awfully heavy!” 

Slie would redden, avert her glance and say 
softly: 

“Those are bullets!” 

Finally Shura got her way: a rifle was issued 
to her. In her first engagement, when the command¬ 
er gave the order to retreat—the enemy outnum¬ 
bered the group of p,irtisans five to one and threa- 
lened to encircle it—Shura did not crawl back with 
llie rest but continued firing away from behind her 
stump. 

“Come on, Shura, over this way!” the comman¬ 
der shouted. “M'lhat’re you waiting for?” 

\^Tien she joined the others she said bv w’ay of 
excuse: 

“But nobody called me. The commander 
said. ‘Boys, retreat.’ but I’m not a boy. I’m a 
girl.” 

While our detachment stood near Maibutnya 
old Tovstonog vbited his daughters regularly. He 
always came in to see me, too, bringing a gift—a 
few eggs, or a pouch of makhorka. 1 might say 
I drew my makhorka ration from him. He always 
questioned me in minute detail ai>out his daugh¬ 
ters’ behaviour. 
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"Anybody would think you'd sent your daugh- 
lerji ofT to sthool ifistcml to a deliulinient. dad.' 

"Wlty. cortainly." he answered without turning 
a hair. "Let 'em learn!” 

At about tlic same time a man of sixty-five, a 
village schoolteacher named Semyon Aronovich Le¬ 
vin. who was not a Party mc-mber. joined the de¬ 
tachment. For two weeks he wandered through the 
neighbouring villages and woods in search of the 
partisans. .And when finally he came upon our trail 
and rearhfxl the camp he was so hungry and tired 
it lookr-tl a> though he would be good only for ivst- 
ing iiml eating and ixtting atul resting. Ihit to eve¬ 
ryone's surprise, the very next day he demamWd 
work. He was sent to the kitchen to help the cook. 

I or two or three days he obediently peeled pota- 
loc.s. Then he went to the company commander. 

"Take me on a eonibat operation.” he saiil. 
"give me a chance to fight.... 1 know I in old, but 
that's all right, try nv out.. . 

Ijilcr he fought in several engagements. I recall 
that when we went on an operation to Semyonovko. 
over thirty kilometres away, the old man marclied 
Ute entire 'vay, 

"Get into a sleigh.” we told him. “You’re not 
a young man. after all. Nobody'll tliink the worse 
of you for it.” 

‘‘Leave me alone. I’m as good as you are.” he 
answered irritably. “Why should I have privileges? 
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Once you have acceple<l me as a fighler then lei 
nie be on an equal footing/’ 

Only after he had chalked up a score of six 
fascists killed' did Levin consent to a transfer to 
the quartermaster ser\’ice. 

^ e had scores of elderly assistants. Not all of 
them joined the detachment, nor did u-e strive to 
draw them in. They could reixder us much greater 
service in tlieir native villages: their homes were 
often used as secret meeting places. 

In the village of Balyasy in Kholniy Dbtrict 
lived a foxy old fellow by tlie name of Ulyan Sc¬ 
ry. At that time he was seventy-six. He is still 
alive today, and tells his great-grandchildren about 
Ills partisan adventures. 

Ulyan fell into the hands of the Germans and 

the police three times. Each time they beat him up 

cruellv. 

# 

Go on, ask the people!” he would shout. 

They II tell you I’m a quiet man! How could 
1 be a partisan at my age, or with my strength? 
Never set eyes on those forest bandits.” Ulyan’s 
abuse of the partisans sounded so sincere that in 
the end he was set free. 

The next day he would again set out for the 
forest to get in touch with the partisans. I remem¬ 
ber the time he came into headquarters terribly 
angry, fairly shaking with indignation. 

\^^hat kind of order have you got here! Just 
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making game of old people, that's what you’re 
doing! If there’s an arrangement carry it out. other¬ 
wise what kind of a military man are you?” 

It turned out he was angry at Ralahai. They 
had agreed th.at L'lyan would come to the edge of 
the forest at two in the afternoon and pi's)' on a 
shepherd’s pipe. 

“I’m not a kid. I’m an old man. It's hard for 
me ranging sacks in the snow. I played that pipe 
and played and played, got up to my chest in snow, 
and still nobody came. I’ve brought eight kilos of 
onions and two of makhorka. Was all in a sweat. 
Lucky I didn’t catch cold after tliat. ^ ou give him 
a reprimand. Alexei Fyodorovich....” 

“Rut nviyhe he hail a valid reason for not 
showing up?” 

‘‘Well, you find out. That’s what vou're the boss 
for.” 

When he learned that Balabai’s men had been 
busy building a dugout and the sound of the axes 
had prevented their hearing his pipe, Ulyan agreed 
to a lighter punishment 

“Still, he ought to have remembered. And don't 
you give him a single pinch of that tobacco 
I brought you.” 

In the Wllage of Perelyub in Kholmy District 
the landlady of our secret meeting place was a 
kolkhoz woman of eighty named Maria Ilyiniclina 
Vashchenko, who also collected intelligence Infor- 





mation /or us. She rarely came (o the forest, but 
scores of our men stayed at her home and she fed 
them and washed their clothes. There was a sup¬ 
ply of our leaflets cached in her cellar, and people 
from distant villages came to her for them. 


One day the man on duty reported to me that 
a picket had stopped four boys in high boots and 
camouflage capes, with knives and spoons tucke<] 
into their boots. I liad them brought to headquar 
ters. The kids had really wrapped shecU and dia- 
pers«over their jackets. The oldest, a boy of four- 
tecn,^ put his hand to his cap and reported: 

“We place ourselves at your disposal as total 
orplians. . . 

The youngest, a thin little fellow, imitated the 
older ones by standing at aUention. but he trem¬ 
bled. cither from the cold or else l>ocause he was 
on the point of crying. A long drop hung from his 
nose. Noticing my glance, the “commander" of the 
group ran up to the little one. wiped his nose effi- 
ciently with the comer of a diaper, and coming 
lo attention again, continued his report: 

“As total orphans from Ivanovka village, Ko- 
ryukovka District: Khlop>-anuk, Grigory Gerasi- 
movich, bom in 1926, my brother, Khlopyanuk. 
Nikolai Gerasimovich, bom in 1930, his friend, 
Myatenko, Alexander, horn in the same year, and 



Myalenko. Mikhail, who doesn’t go to school yet. 
SIX years old... 

1 stopped the “commander,” pulled all four 
into the diigout and after sealing them ordered 
hot tea. 

A crowd gathered in the dugout and began 
showering the hoys with questions. The boys bolted 
iheir foo<l and noddixl but did not reply to the ques¬ 
tions, casting glances at the older one. The latter 
did not know what to do. He had made his report 
alre.idv. and he hail not come prepared to tell a 
story. The “commander” broke <lown first, before 
his “soldiers” did. True, he hail lime to lle<* out¬ 
side into the forest ami only there, with his head 
presseil against a pine tnv. did he give way to 
tear.*. 

The children told a gruesome story. The chief 
of the Koryukovka police. Moroz, anil policeman 
Ziihov killoil Praskovya Yefimovna Khlopyanuk. 
the wife of a Communist who was a Re<l Army ser- 
grant, in her own home. They stole everything 
of value in the house. The children they did not 
touch, probahly because they wore too lazy to 
chase after them. The hoys returnctl home only in 
the morning. 

They dug a shallow grave in the vegeitablc plot 
.ind without the help of adults, without asking any¬ 
one to the funeral, covered their mother’s body 
with frozen earth and snow. Tliey had no rela- 



lives near-by. The two brothers began to live alone. 
The smalt supply of flour and potaloes quickly 
melted. How were they to go on living? WTiere 
could they' go? 

One night a group of our partisans broke into 
the village. The boys watebed the battle. They wit¬ 
nessed the death of one of their mother’s murder¬ 
ers. policeman Zubov. They watched the parti¬ 
sans set (ire to the starosta’s house. I.ater, together 
wth the kolkhoz grownups they ran to the granarv 
the partisans broke open. They dashed home a 
good ten times carrying pails of wheat; they fell 
asleep right on the grain heaped up on the floor 
of the room. 

Tn the monung they learned that the partisans 
had left the village. That same day their neigh¬ 
bour, Natalia Ivano\'na Myalenko. was taken to 
the police station. She did not return. Now there 
were two more orphans: .Shura and Misha. Then 
word came from the neighbouring village of So- 
(ievka that there the police were killing adults and 
children indiscriminately. 

At this Grisha gathered together his younger 
comrades in mi.=fortunc and made a short speech. 

“Let’s go to the partisans,’’ he said. “Or we’ll 
be shot dead.” 

The children were quite practical in preparing 
for their departure. Into their bundles they packed 
two changes of underwear each, some wheat and 
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salt, a fr>*iiig pan. knives, noodles and thread and 
11 box of rnalchos. Hu* tuo middle Im>\s spiotl onl 
iIh' lay of the land for the he^t \\a> lo go. At nipljl 
all lour |uu sliocts over themselves and crawled 
throngh the vegetable gardens out into the field 
•ind from there to the woods. 

They wanderiHl in the woods throe da)'s, light- 
ing fires arul sicepinc hv them nights, And if they 
are lo be belioved. they did not cry once until tho> 
rearhc<l our dugout. 

Nor <li<l the hD>s cry long here, Tl\ey were very 
[)lea.sc<l wlien we [)laved the phonograph es[)ccially 
for them.... The yoimgi'st fell asleep first. And 
Udore Shura Myalenko fell asleep he dleclrired in a 
\ery serious lone: 

‘‘That's all right. kid>. If we <lie here itTl he 
for our eountry!*’ 

Two of the children. Grislra and Kolya Khlo- 
pyanuk, rrinain<*<l with us as scouts. Hut when 
diings got tough for iis we had to leave the Mya¬ 
lenko brothers in the care of some kind^ folk in a 
\ illago. 

Not everybo<l) who came to the detachment had 
a clear conscience, liowev'er. Just about this lime a 
fellow named Timofei turned up. I wonT tell his 
last name—why spoil a young maiTs life by recall¬ 
ing an episode?. . . 

Timofei was a tall, broad shouldicred lad of 
seventeen. When he came to us he burst into tears. 



‘‘Wliat’re you bawling about, you fool?” 

‘*You^ re going to beat me.” 

“That means you desene it. eh? Come on. 
brother, tell us what we’re to beat vou for.” 

■'Lead me to tlic commander.” 

He was taken to the special coimler-cspionapt- 
department we had set up by that time. Tliis de¬ 
partment was headed by Novikov. WTiile Novikov 
a.sked him general questions—where he came from, 
how old he was, wlio his p.arcnts were—Timofei 
answered quite blithely. 

“Now.” Novikov said in conclusion, “tell us 
what brought you here.” 

Here Timofei again burst into tears. 

“XX'liat’s the matter, want your mama?” 

“Take me into the parti.sans, I can’t stand it 
with the Germans any more.” 

There 6 something on your conscience, Tim. 
my boy. Out with it now. You joined the police?” 

Timofei was taken aback by Novikov’s insight. 

He was silent a moment. Then he burst out; 

“I’m guilty. Beat me. I whipped him. so you 
whip me.” 

“Did your chief send you to us?” 

“No, I came myself.” 

He swore by all the gods there l>e that he Iwd 
been forced to join the police and that he hadn’t 
done anybody any hann. had just drilled and 
cleaned his rifle. 
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'‘Rut vc^trrdav ihr chief called me in and 5enl 
me to the shed. There were five or six Germans 
standing around, and Vasil Kolsura was strapped 
to a bench. He's a good fellow. Vasil is, a pal of 
mine, lie's our hlacksmilh. His face was all smashed 
up and his nose uas hlecdinp. I fell so sorrv' 
for him—" 

"So yoirre a soft-hearted fellow, eh?’* 

"I can't stand (ighlinp. comrade chief. When 
any of the boys in our village start a fighl I ah 
>Navs «ieparate them. And the women come to me 
*()o and >eparaU* iho'ie drunks fmhtitig over lliere, 
riniofci/ they say to me.'* 

“So why did Uie Germaius call you to tlie 
shed?" 

“Tlie moment I walked in the senior Germ.in 
tells the starosla: 'Call the jMNiplc.* While ihe peo* 
pie are gathering he nnimhlcsS something to the other 
Germans in his own language, pointing to me. 
Then he tells me to take off my jacket und he 
rolls up my sleeve. Then he puts a whip into my 
hand with the rollcd*up sleeve and says: ‘Beat 

h i ♦ 

im! 

“Ami you. y«m <lirty doj;. you bc.nl your friend! 
“lUit liflen." Timofei saiiK and again a qua- 
\cr crcpl into hi-^ voice. "*1 say to that German; 
'He’s my pal, 1 cjin't beat him....’ Then the Ger¬ 
man pokes a pistol in my face." 

“And so you l>eal him?” 
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‘'What else could I do? The German’s got the 
pistol in front of my nose and he stamps his feet. 
And the way he barked—my heart sank into mv 
boots. I whipped and cried at the same time. I felt 
so sorry for Vasil.” 

“\H'hy did you beat him, what had he done?” 

“I don’t know. The starosta said what, but f 
was so upset I didn’t get it.” 

Novikov brought him to me, 

“You decide what to do with this creature. 
Alexei Fvodorovich.” 

fuller quite a few repenlcnt policemen came to 
our partisan detachments. But he was the first one. 
Hi.s agitation and his tears may have been naive 
and foolish but they were genuine. He repeated his 
whole story to me. 

“Well,” I said, “so you left your ivhipped 
friend there? Is that so?” 

“No. uncle. 1 brought him with me.” 

“TTicn where is he?” 

“In the forest. He was awfully tired. ‘Put me 
down. Tim.’ he says. ‘I’ll rest a bit. Meanwhile 
you go on to the partisans yourself.’ I carried him 
on my back more than a kilometre. Then he yells: 
‘It hurls had. Put me down.’ ” 

“Wounded, is he?” 

“No, it's that I beat him so hard',. . .” 

Wfien he noticed our cold glances he hastened 
to explain: 
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‘‘Tlio German kepi poking ihc j)i?lol in front 
of m\ nosic. ‘fical him hardcrT he suid. 1 him 

as easy as I could. But Tve pot an awfully hca\*>' 
hand. . . 

I sent oul stretcher hearers, and they found 
Kotsura. King under a bush and proaiunp loudly. 
f)ur feldsher put a compress on his welts. Liter 
Kolsura told us how it had all happened. Dc.spitr 
the strict ban be bail pla)e<l his concertina after 
dark. The Lindv\irtschaft>fiihrcr had ordered him 
vvlnpped. 

W e asked !nm his opinion of Timofei. 

“I'inrs a harmless fellow. If he hadn't whi])ped 
me they would have uiiippc<] him and inayb*' 
shot him." 

A month later this ‘diarinless" fellow had tlirc<' 
<lea<l fascists to his rrv*dit. Bt'sides* he had brought 
in two *‘tonpue^." “Tongue.^" became his partisan 
speciality. Timofei and Vasil always went oul 
scouliiip ami hunting for '’tongues" together. 


Our scouts and messengers and the newcomers 
who had l>een in encirclemeni told us in detail 
about the fascist terror, which they themselves had 
witnessed. But if wc asked them how tlic invaders 
were administering the occupicnl territory, what 
methods they cmpIo>^ to enslave the populatioi^ 
economically, they gave us only the vaguest in- 
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formalion, taken from German newspapers and 
leaflets. 

Still less did we know then about the mood of 
the German fascists and their vassals, the Hunga¬ 
rians. To the partisans the enemy was a soulless 
creature. The appearance of die German fascists, 
their clothing and everything else about them, 
roused disgust in the partisans. 

One day an odd specimen fell into our hands. 
Although he was only a lieutenant, and of the 
quartermaster service at that, the men knew instinc¬ 
tively they had caught a pretty fancy bird. 

He stood out from the usual run of German 
lieutenants by his clothing, his manners, and. I 
might add, his greater cowardice. His jacket, trou¬ 
sers and boots were all brand new and made to 
order. Over his regular coal he wore a long fur 
coat with a beaver collar. He smelt of perfume 
a mile away. Under his uniform we discovered he 
wore fine silk underwear bearing a French trade 
mark. 

The lieutenant was a short man of forty-five 
with thinning hair; he wore goldi-rimmed glasses 
and had a little moustache with a frozen smile be¬ 
neath it. His life was so precious to him that he 
agreed Vkrith absolutely ev'erything we said to him. 
After ten or fifteen minutes’ questioning almost all 
the German prisoners usually told us that Hitler 
was a scoundrel. But this specimen didn’t make us 
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wait a minute: Ke imniecHalel) declared the Rus- 
were wonderful, llial Hitler, Goering* Ilib- 
bcnlrop and their entire band were long since 
doomed and that t)ie defeat of Germany was ine* 
vitable. “Believe me, 1 know it well; 1 can sense 
the odour of decay myself/’ he s;iid. He an¬ 
swered all questions eagerly, !iul he tried so hard 
to please us that believing him was impossible, 

Wlien the interpreter pulled a thick sealed en- 
\elope out of his huge billfold, the lieutenant 
shrank hack as though dbdging a blow. 

Incidentally, here 1 should mention Uiat the 
lieutenant was not captured during a battle. Ho 
was Iravclling in an auloniobile, accoinpajuod by a 
German cinlian and an orderly. The car skidded 
«)fT tlie road and got >luck in the friow. His compan¬ 
ions and tlir driver climl>cd f>ut to give it a push 
were laid low by partisan hulleU. The Ueii- 
tenant was the only survivor. 

On the way to camp he told our scouts in quite 
passable Russian that he didn't serv-e in the army. 
Hr repeated the same thing when he was qm^stioned 
at headquarters. 

“I am a businessman, 1 represent commercial 
circles. Is lliat clear to you? I am a peaceful civil¬ 
ian. I hold no military position. The uniform is 
only for convenience in travelling through the dis¬ 
tricts near the front. I represent a big firm. My job 
is to establish business connections in the occu- 





pied countries—commercial reconnaissance if >ou 
wish.” 

The letter we found on him was addressed to 
his father-in-law in Berlin, who was a partner it) 
a commercial house. Our prisoner apparently also 
had a share in the firm. He was reporting to his 
chief and head of the family, giving news about 
the occupation and sharing his impressions, thoughL> 
and business plans. The letter was frank in the 
extreme, showing no concern for military censorship. 

“After three months in the Ukraine,” wrote the 
lieutenant. “I have finally come to realize that 
my knowledge of men extending over many years 
and my business experience mean nothing at all 
in this country. All thinking people admit this. Of¬ 
ficers too. 1 mean Nazi officers, up-to-date men 
who understand that war and personal profit are 
inseparable. 

“Hverything here is absurd. You have to stand 
on your head to get an idea of what is going on. 
In France, in Belgium and in Poland you could 
find people ready to do business two days after the 
army went through. Clever, efficient busincasmeii 
who understood tliat time docs not wait and capit¬ 
al must not lie idle. The Frenchman, Belgian, Nor¬ 
wegian or Pole may be a patriot at heart and hale 
me because I am a German, but if he is a trader or 
a manufacturer or a banker or even simply an 
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o^^lcia] yon and He can always Hnd a common 
lanpniage. 

“Me needs me as much as I need him. 1 offer 
a consignmcni of dry goods for the counlryside. ! 
promise to lake care of rail transporlatioii. And 
I ask: what can >ou offer our firm? He offers wool 
or Hulter or, as happened to our colleague in 
\lHens. a »Hare in cslaldishing brothels for iho 
soldiers. 

"In Russia nobody oilers me anything except 
llicir S4‘rvict's. I find no businessmen. 1 find no man* 
ijfa<*lurers, not even ufTicials with business lies. 
1 rannoi sidl our lino of dry goods for peasants. 
There arc no contractors. It is simply unheard of! 

1 Have not found a single IIusHian wHolesalc deal* 
er. not a single man with capital. During these 
three months I have not met a single decent Hus* 
sian. Uie kind of man for whom the firm might 
o|>cn a credit. The Hussion administratioiu or rather 
the Ukrainian, as it is considcre<l ncodssary here to 
call it. that is. the people whom our army has 
drawn into participation in goN^rning. is made up 
of swine to a man! 

"Tliey arc criminals and bandits who have 
e^me back from exile or been freed from prison. 
All of tlicm or almost all say they were once rich. 
Some call themselves nobler. Not one of them is 
in a position to entertain a decent man in his hom^. 
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Tliey have no homes. They are a hungry crowd, 
eighty percent alcoholic. The\ smell had." 

The lieutenant wrote his fatlier-in-law a good 
deal more about various types of traitors, from a 
village slarosta to a pretender to the post of gov¬ 
ernor. He poked bitter fun at them; and it was 
clear he knew what he was talking a!>out. And we 
received indirectly an unexpected confirmation of 
the amazing resistance our social system is capulile 
of; a resistance stemming from llic vast economic 
and social transformations accomplished during 
the twenty-four years of Socialist upbuilding. 

The lieutenant wrote of the fruitless efforts of 
the Gebietskommissars to get agricultural produc¬ 
tion going, to prepare for spring sowing and to 
organize a steady flow of produce to the father- 
land. The conclusions he came to were sad: 

“We have introduced a card-file system in the 
Gcbiotskommandaiiturs. This may be very good. 
Tliere will be order. Everything is being registered: 
hou.'ies. cows, half-wrecked tractors, boys and 
girls, geese and chickens. Hut, you see. nollung 
here is permanent. Houses go up Ln smoke, old 
peoj>le and children die of hunger or from our 
bombing. \^’hy are our bombs exploding hundred.* 
of kilometres from the front, you ask? Take my 
word for it—it is necessary. These villages make 
splendid targets for our young flyers. And the more 
of these hotbeds of resistance are wiped out the 
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hellor. I lie ptxsie. chickens .iiul sucklings oUo be* 

(OHIO les\er "ilh ca< h (lav. Our oificers and ^oldie^^ 

# 

and (Mir oHuials cal ihcni: I aUo eal them ever) 
day. llie army coiifiscalc^ I he cows for meal. The 
popnlahori slaughlers lliem to prevent our g^Mliiig 
limn and llie iikmI to the partisans. 

‘*()h. those |>ailisaiis! Ilasnd our glorious army ^ 
them (Mil yol. you ask? My reply is that 
they arc iniTcasing in number all the lime! Aiul 
not wo are plundering. We plunder every* 

Nvbore. Wo cannot but [duiulcr. W hat else docs 
the soldier tight for? No. \\v^ uliolo Iroulde is Uiut 
u<* are unable to ruine to terms with a single au* 
lliorilalive person among the people, It's the same 
old story. 

in Franco and in Belgium, in the Netherlands 
and in Scandinavia wc have at the head of the gov¬ 
ernment and as burgomasters politicians whom tlie 
man in the street knows. Members of parliament 
ukI cx-miiiis»ers urge ihcir people to obey us. 

“Our occupation authorilicts have not found' a 
single popular Bus5ian or a single politician ilie 
least bit known who would come over to our side. 
Tlie deputies to the Soviets and Uie Party func¬ 
tionaries arc cither underground, in the army or 
else head dclachmenU of partisans. W^e appeal to 
them, wc promise thorn land and estates, wc promise 
them power and wealUi. But those men arc politi¬ 
cians witliout property. They have l>een brought 
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up to despise it; the oniy thing to do with them 
is wipe tiiem out! 

I look into tlie future anH involuntarily turn 
to the past. Nobody—neither Uie British in India, 
nor the Dutch in Indonesia nor the .Americans in 
die Philippines—faced such problems as will fall 
to the lot of our countrymen after the war. Trade 
with the Russians, or colonize llie Russians? 'I'hat 
is a utopia. There is only one course: to annihil¬ 
ate tliem. Let a few score Russians remain on reser¬ 
vations. Let everything happen the way it did with 
llie Indians in America. This is the best solution to 
the problem. 

“I am now near an ancient Russian town. 
Chernigov. Right after Christmas General Fischer’s 
troops launched an operation for the ruthless an¬ 
nihilation of the local partisans. For two weeks 
now their main forces, together witli their Bob 
fherik leaders, have been surrounded in tlie forests. 
During this period there has not been a single day 
when the temperature was less than tliirly degrees 
below zero. Tlie general told me that boaHres 
prolong the agony. He assured me that the Cher¬ 
nigov partisans do not have a thousand men left 
without frostbitten hands or feel. ‘I’m very glad,’ 
the general said, ‘that they’re not surrendering. I 
would have to waste ammunition on tliem and tlieu 
bury their corpses. The ground is too hard; it 
would mean a lot of work for our soldiers. In the 
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fort’s! they tlieniselves bury those who freexe to 
death.- " 

rite letter was a long one. \N »• jiuhlished ex- 
. erpts from it in our wall newspaper. 

The lieutenant olTcrcd to pay ransom. He as¬ 
sured Us that liis fatlttr-in-law had very close eon- 
lu’ciioiis witlj Krupp. was practically a relative of 
his. But no connections of any sort could now save 
Mr. Businessman from execution. 

Dining an cngagcmeni in Savenki wo capUired 
a .suitcase belonging to a sl.afl ollicer named .August 
I'lilf. It contained plans, ttiaps and vari(»us ofl'icial 
iiH’moraiula. 'I’licre were photographs in a big dark 
blue le.ither album of a plump lady in lace, men 
in evening dress, several skitmy young misses, 
groups of children in thin while dresses, and of 
llu* owner of the album from the age of one to 
titirty. One of the last pictures taken before llie 
war showed him with a sugary smile on his face 
.uhI his arm about the waist of a lean maiden with 
a long. <lolcful face. Then there was a heap of 
unmounted frontline photos. They showed .August 
Tiilf fixing a noose about the neck of a Polish 
peasant woman; ,AMgu.-t Tulf sliooling a bound 
man in the back of the head; August Tulf standing 
.'imong a group of olheeis toasting Hillers j>or- 
trait. . . . And. finally, a big enlarged photo of 
Tulf making merry with about a dozen friends. 
Tulf was the oldest in the group. The others were 



Hillerile youlh. It was apparent they were oflicrrs 
from the abundance of tlrink and the variety of 
food shown. As for the “pals.” tliey were nakerl 
to a man. And they had taken the most unnatural 
and disgusting poses: one held a knife between 
his teeth, another had rumpled his hair ajid was 
spitting furiously, a third was urinating into a 
carafe, a fourtli—well, even the memory of it is 
revolting. 

Tliat Hitlerite oflicers went in for pornography 
was by no means new to us. Rut this was no 
longer simply pornography. The character of the 
fascist ofTicer. his entire rotten being, lay revealed 
in that photograph. 

At that lime we had not yet hear<l of Majdanc.k 
and Oswiccim. nor did wc know that the Germans 
had in vent the murder wagon. But wo had seen 
\illages burnod down by punitive uni Is. tho bodies 
of army men and peacoful inhabitants who had 
!>een tortured to death, and slaughlere^d children, 
Each ono of U.S knew Oiat if we fell into theclulcht's 
of the enemy we would be inhumanly tortured 
before being killed. 

In the early part of December a group of our 
scouts found the body of a woman in the forest; 
It was Marusya Chukhno, a«i employee of the 
Koryukovka sugar refinery, a Communist ond an 
underground worker. Partisans of the Koryukovka 
detachment user! her apartment as a meeting place. 
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It ^>as the hur^oinasler of Koiyukuvka. Baranov- 
a fornn^r engineer at tliar refiruTv. >vlio gave 
her avvay lo Uie enemy. 

We counted sixt<'^*ii ^tah wouinls on her. 
One eve had heen g<nigcd tmt. 'Hie 1 hiI< lH'r5 had 
taken her body to the forcsi lo in>[)ire fear in U5 
})arll>ans and nrulerground \sorkcrs. 

\W gave Marii<-yi Chukhno a solemn burial. 
Hundreds of partisans atlerulod her funeral. I saw 
no signs of fear on tlicir faces. 

No. wo could not see anvthinc human in the 
invn<l<‘r5. nor <!'ni wr uaiu lo. A' lonji ja tlicy 
ucre licrc. on the lorrilory of the Soviet Union, 
they wore not human heinps hiil only enoniies. 

Hut one must know the enemy in order lo 
fi{:hl him suecessfiilly. W’e required the chiefs, and 
especially the political workers and men of the 
inlellijrcnoc de|)arlment, if not all the partisans, 
to make a eareful study of ever)' German doeument 
that fell into our hands. How could we enlighten 
the inhabitants or penetrate into the n|tparntus of 
the occupation authorities without knowinz their 
ways? 

TTie majority of the comrades studied this sub- 
jo< l most unwllingly. “Whni the dc\il kind of laws 
are these?” protested those who were against such 
studies. "Tlie ‘new order' means plain arbilrar)’ 
iiilc. Any commandant can <lo what he wants. Take 
the law on llie disbanding of Communist organize- 
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lions anti die confiscation of llieir properly. liy 
study it? Isn't it clear to even- Soviet person thi? 
isn't law hut lawlessness?” 

That was true. Here is a document very indic¬ 
ative of that period, a notice issued by the military 
commandant and posted in Kholmy; 


“NOTICE 

“1. Going into the wootls is forhitlden. ho- 
ever does not obey this will he shot. 

“2. Whoever maintains contact with the |)3rli- 
sans, feeds them or gives them shelter, will be 
shot. 

“3. Wlioevcr docs not irmnedialoly report to 
the nearest military unit the names and places of 
residence of partisans whom he knows or the ar¬ 
rival of strange partisans or Communists will br 
shot. 

“-I. Whoever has weapons or any other mili¬ 
tary equipment in his possession will be shot. 

“5. Whoever spreads false rumours lending 
to alarm the population, or prevents people from 
working, or in cuiy other way interferes willi the 
common good will be severely punished. 

“6, All slarostas must promptly submit lists 
of strangers to the commandant’s office in Cher¬ 
nigov. 
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~■ I arenl?. teachers and the village sLarosias 
are helil responsible for the vouth. TIn-y ^vill be 
meted out ihe full uieasiire of punishment for all 
< riincs comniiUcil hy minors. 

H, hoever docs not prevent sabotage when 
>c is a])le to do so will he punished by death. 

-0. Se,ere,t measures uill be taken against 
'■Mages failin- |r> obey this order, and their in- 
iiabitanls mil he held responsible cnlb elivcly. 

"Militarv Commandant.” 


hat this meant wa.s that anybody might l>c 

<hnt at any moment. The oeeupalion aullmritics 

• j-sued a imillitudc of instriielions. orders and laws 

.‘^ome of them promis<-d various l>enefits. sueh as 

sceuriiy. fixc<l rates of taxation, and so on Bui 

the only promise the Germans kept was the one 

•il.out hanging, shooting and punishing in other 
'vnys. 

I or all that the R.C. adopted a decision oblig¬ 
ing the olTtcers to study Ute invaders’ system of 
rnihtary. economic and political organization. A 
•special study circle was arranged. As I recoil the 
studies in that circle I cannot help laughing. Weary 
partisans, with faces red and sweating from the 
cItorU sit memorizing: 

“The GehietjJcnmmandant’s oHicc is in eharge of 
ppriculture. Tlie Landwirlschafisfiihrer has charge 
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of four agricultural artels or associations. The 
LandwirUchaftsfiilirer is suhoidinatc- to the Ge- 
bielslandu'irt. The Gebiculandwirt is subordinalo 
lo tlic Kreislandwirt, 'Hie KreislaruKurl i> >ubor* 
dinale lo the Gebietskomniissar. The Gebielskoninus- 
sar is subordinate to tiie Gauleiter. , . .** 

After a lesson in this circle the men were wild 
with rage; they could be sent out on the most 
risky operations. 

« sic 

There arc still people today in the district 
centre of Koryuko\d(a, Chernigov Region, who are 
readv lo take an oalli that on Deceml>cr 6, 1941, 
partisan planes dropped hundreds of leaflets on 
the town. 

We ourselves learned of this raid made hy 
“partisan aircraft’’ from documents captured from 
the enemy. A report hy llie district commandant, 
couched in hijrhly alarming tones, told of the par¬ 
tisans having not only liitht anus but also machine 
guns, artillery and aircraft. As proof of tliis were 
cited depositions made hy German soldiers and 
olTiccrs and the records of interrogations of Koryu- 
kovka residents. 

Later we really did have machine guns and 
ordnance, captured in battle from the German in¬ 
vaders, Later planes did come over lo us from the 
Soviet rear. They took our leaflets and scattered 
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tiioin ovrr villages and toivns in !hc region. But all 
this took place much later than Dteember 19U, 
\t:(l -o \vlu‘t( wo read the Hitlerite report wr 
li.ul a good laugh, aixl nothing more. Fear has 
a ihoijsajid eyes; commandants ainl garrison 
• liiefv ..fioti c-\.ig 2 erate<l the stronsih of the i)arti- 
s;ins iti their reprris in onler to get reinforce* 
inenls. 

But after a while we learner! avliat it was all 
about. Our leaflets really did drop from the :>ky 
over Koryukovka on I)eceml>er 6. llie day was 
overcast, and it was easy to assume that planes 
l.ad flown past high above the clouds. A noteworLny 
detail is that Kor)Ujkovka was filled to overflowing 
with ocrupation troops at the time. Hundreds of 
fiennans and Magyars had arriv<*d the day before. 
.And on December 6 the Germans drove the entire 
population to the town square to present the new 
district authorities: the burgomaster, the police 
eliief ami the commandant. 

It "as then that hundrcis of partisan leaflets 
showered down from the sky calling upon the peo¬ 
ple to fight the invaders. 

This was the work of Petya Romanov and 
Vanya Polishchuk, two daring scouts of ours. 

On Dcceinlier 5 they were sent to Koryukovka 
on a liasion as.signmenl. and were given a thousand 
lc;inet5 run off in the forest printshop of the uh- 

derground R.C. 
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Petya Romanov himself save us an account of 
this mission, and he enjoyed universal confidence, 
rightly being considered one of the boldest and 
most resourceful scouts in our detachment. Petya 
was not what you would call a quiet or over-mod¬ 
est person, hut like many men of true courage he 
simply couldn’t stand exaggeration. He was all for 
justice, and always demanded that everyone receive 
what he deserved. In appraising both his own ex¬ 
ploits and those of others this young partisan was 
always very restrained. 

Petya Romanov met his death in June 19-12 
when he and two of his comrades were surrounded 
by several score Hitlerites. They fought off the enemy 
to the last. Petya’s comrades were killed, and his last 
bullet he put into his oum temple. But that was later. 
Here is his account of what happened at Koryukovku: 

“We had several jobs: first, to go to Doctor 
Beszrodny in the hospital for prescriptions for our 
sick men; second, to stop at the dnigstorc to have 
them filled and gel bandages; third, to hand over 
leaflets at our secret quarters. Besides, wc had to 
find out how the Germans were acting and whether 
they intended attacking Uie detachment. 

“The doctor took care of us in a jiffy. As usual, 
he was worried. ‘Why do you come to soe me witli 
such a quantity of weapons?’ he says, ‘Gel it 
through your heads I’m not a partisan, and I m 
scared.’ But he gives us the proscriptions all the 
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SAinc. In the drugslore we have to raise our voir-es 
a bit lo get lliem filled fast. They fill thorn, all 
right. W'c go farther. The next thing is lo go to 
the stH-rct qu.arters ami turn in the leafitt-!. 

Look. Ivan says, 'they look like Gormans to 

me.' 


Mo s right. T here s no les< than a l onipaiiv 
down at the end of the Hreel. Wo turn arontul. and 
wo SCI* Magyars on horseli.u k. This doesn't suit us 
at ail. And wo ran I run l>ooanse oiir pockets are 
full of boMlos of iMulii in-, and ivc've got grenades 
and |iis|(ds .jt onr Ixdl. \ii(l llicn lliere's tin* IcaOel.s. 
\\ lint s lo U* done? It doesn't look so good. 
I liere s a lot of iliem ami onlv llu* two of us. 


‘“Ivan,' I s.iy. let's try this 
"'Ihat's ilangorous.' he .savs. 


pate.' 

‘w’nat if a stinker 


files tliere?' 


I <Ion t tliink so.* I say. 'As I rememher it. 
a rnai him* and tractor station nuichanie and a baker 
lived tliero he-foro the war. Come on.’ 

'We go in. There’s a dog in the yard. Comes 
for ii.s. the de\-il. 'Susie!' I say to her—but the 
devil only knows, maybe she's Rover or something 
rise. All of a sudden she begins waiting her tail 
and ^^cgobv right under her no.'ic. Evcrytliing’s fine. 
She doesn't Idle. But they won't open the door for 
MS. Some woman or girl there. Screeches and 
flo<*sn t open up. And wc e.an already hear the 
Friizos going into the other yards. 
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“ ‘See. Petro.' Ivan says, 'there’s a hole in the 
fence. Let's crawl through.' 

“ 'Let’s,' I say. 

“Crawling through I tear my pockets had and 
the bottles fall out. But how can I leave them 
there? The sick men need them. Ivan gets nervous. 
‘Just the same,* I say, ‘if we've got to die then it II 
be right to die for medicine too. You do what you 
want, but Tm going to pick them up. 

“He grumbles a hit but he helps me i»ick them 
up. Then we land in another back yard. Here it’s 
quic*t. We come out into a side street. From here 
I know the road to Buklmnov's. He's a uorker. an 
old fellow. Worked all his life at the sugar refinery. 
He can lie trusted. I used to go around with his 
daughter at one lime. Doesn’t mailer what her name 
is, it wouldn't make any difference to you anyway. 

“Ivan breaks a bottle. I give him hell. I give 
him such hell he even get.? sore. 

‘“You blockhead.’ I say. ‘don't you sec, if wc 
lose all the medicine and the leaflets besides, what 
kind of partisans and scouts are we? We won t 
be worth a kopek then. Right?’ 

‘*Tlie medicine turns out to be the kind th.nl 
smells strong. It’s clear if they put hloodhoiind.s 

on our trail we're sunk. 

“But we’re lucky. Simply in luck. Buklianov s 
home. Just imagine—all that going on around hiin 
and he’s sitting there swigging home breiv. ‘Don’t 
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>oii fellows fiH'l had if I don't give yon an>.' lie 
5^iys to us. 'Lillie etiuugJi for myself as u i>.' 

"He's a funny guy! Alwa)s talks that way. 
Hu ll he loosens up and pours us out a glass apiece. 

\Vcll. boys. Bukhanov says, ‘we won’t lose 
iinv lime. I |1 l„.lp you out of your lix.' 

“Wo do js he says. He lakes us through hack 
yards and along jiatlis. .Ml of a sudden we see 
we re <»i ihe grounds of the refinery. Mow’d that 
hnp|)rii ? 

• Ihikhanov laughs and s^iys. Tlic devil himself 
■ ouldn't lind you here. Not even naranovsky.' 

“Hie refinery was hit hy fire pretty had. Ruins 
all over, and sool. .And they were looking for us. 
they were definitely after us. How come they rcc- 
ogni/ed us right away and slarle<| after us? That 
I lion t know. Proh.ahly somehorly in the druiistore 
saiil suspiciou<-looking characters had been in. A 
<nLs<omer lliere got sore when we pu.sIkhI him 
aside and were served first. ‘What’s the matter.’ he 
said in a funny way, ‘trying to act like parlisan.s?’ 
i gave him a projier answer, and then Ivan added 
a few strong words. 

"I gues.s he's the one who set the Germans 
after us. 

“ ‘I.et yourselves down here,’ Buklianov says. 

There was some kind of ladder in llie ruins. 
And then pipes. Under the refinery there’s all kinds 
of corridors and big underground pipes. I don’t 
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know ihe mechanics of il. Hut the fact is there s 
passages and exits and sonic kind of furnace doors. 
Bokhanov knows them all. But lie had to gel 
back in a hurry, the kids were home. 

‘You fellows go ill as far us you can. he says. 
‘Sit tiglii attd you'll be as safe as can be. Bui 
don’t leave ibc place wilbout me." 

‘‘Well, all right. He goes away. But our po¬ 
sition is not so hot. For one thing it's blowing 
hard from some place. For another, it’s as dark as 
the inside of a sack. No matches, and the lighter 
won't work in the wind. No, it wasn’t only wc 
wanted a smoke, but we wanted to see something. 
We didn’t know anything about ilie place, might 
drop through somewhere. 

“\Vc couldn’t sit there and wait, and so wc felt 
our way to llie end of the lutuicl. There we saw 
light. 

“ ‘Let’s take a look out,’ Ivan says. 

“‘Right you are!’ I say. ‘How long are we 
going to sit here? I want a smoke, and we haven’t 
eaten a thing since morning. Ixrt’s go.’ 

“Everything’s quiet. Ahead there’s clean snow. 
But the minute I peJee my head out there s a shot. 
I back up. Then another shot. So of course we go 
in deeper. And then the devil knows how many 
of them come running up. We squeeze into tlie 
tunnel or pipe or whatever you call it... . So do 
those rats. They tell us to surrender. And so far 
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the pipe is withoul a turning, so if they begin lo 
shoot we re done for. 

"Wo have to go in deeper and find a turning. 

“ 'I ni going to tlirow one,' Ivan says. 

“ ‘Go ahead.' I say. 

‘‘I pull a grenade ofT niy belt loo. But there's 
no room to swing. \\e take olT llie rings an<l pitch 
the grenades underhaiul in turn ami start run- 
niiig hack on all fours. 1 he air wave catches ns 
pretty hard, hut up ahead we hear screams and 
groan.s. 

” You just catch us!' we yell. ‘Just try it! 
Partisans die hut Uiey don't surreniler!’ 

"It turns out that Baranovsky himself, the 
Imrgomasler. is with them, neforc the war he usetl 
to Ih- an engineer at tliis refinery. 

'“Crawl out!' Balanovsky yells. ‘I know this 
place bai-kward ami forward. I'll smoke you out 
of here!' 

We answer and lay it on in a way a sailor 
would envy. He's afraid lo crawl In, though, and 
so arc the others. \S'e go in deeper, how far I don't 
know. We crawl aroun<l in those pipes and tunnels 
a ixiuplc of hours. The trouble U we've got pieces 
of glass in our clothing. The blast broke almost all 
the medicine bottles in our pockets. \^’e empty 
our pockets along the way. 

" ‘How's Bukhanov going to find us?’ Ivan 
says. 
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Let’s go back lo the place where he left us." 

f say. 

crawl back. But we forget about the 
broken bottles, and I cut my hands. 

“In a little while we smell smoke. 

‘ ‘They’re burning straw.’ Ivan says. 

“No,’ I say. ‘I think it's manure.’ 

* We get into a big argument. We crawl on and 
we keep arguing. 

‘ ‘A lot you know about manure,’ Ivan says. 
Manure makes heavy smoke; it’d drift downwards." 

Wliat kind of down or up is there here?’ I 
>ny, ‘It’s a round pipe." 

“The next day Bukhanov tells us Buraiiovsk) 
brought up several loads of straw and had it 
burned till night. Then Baranovsky told the police 
tliat as a specialist he was certain we liad choked 
to death long ago. Some engineer he is—doesn’t 
even know how much straw you liave to bum to 
fill the rchnery cellars with smoke. 

But that was later. We didn’t choke to death 
l)ecause we figure<l out that if the smoke doesn’t 
stay in one place that means there’s a draft. We 
crawled in Uie direction of the draft and landed 
in the boiler room. 

“On the outside it’s all blocked up by rocks 
thrown there by an explosion. You can't gel in 
and you can’t get out. The furnaces are wrecked 
loo. But the smokestack is in place. We’d seen that 
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\.( {arv. from the ouI.'^kIp. Tliat’^ a (amon? slack tlierfv 
ni Korxukovka—more llian fift\ nu-lr.'S I he 

,1,..ft-, terrific. Believe it or nol. hul it almost i>ullo<l 
,1,.- oil mv hea.l- Tliafs uhv we coiihl sil 

,n the Boiler room peaccfulU. All llie smoke went 

The Base of tlu' i-tack was part Broken. aiiJ 

iBr smoke went out tiiroucB the Bole. 

••\\ e even slept a Bule in a corner of the Boiler 
room. No. it's nol tBal we were reckless, it was 
j»isl iBat we were all worn out. The smoke helped 
loo. Then the cohl wakes us up. U> that time there > 
no smoke. 

•Our hea.ls aehe like wed Been on a hmpe: we 

even feel siek t*» our stomachs. 

“ That's all to the pood.' I say. ‘Otherwise wed 

feel hungrier.’ 

“'Just the same.’ Ivan says, i could put aw-ay 
a couple of pots of potatoes without aJiy trouble. 
“We *'el into anolhcr Big argument. 

'Any doctor'll tell you." I say. 'that you mustn't 

eat after coal gas poisoning. ^ 

“ ’My organism can take food ot any time. 

Ivan says, ‘even l>efore execution.’ 

‘‘Bui it'.s lime to put an end to the show some 
way or other. No Bukhanov. Maybe he got cau^t. 
W hen he left he IoIaI u? llnranovsky trusts him. But 
suppo«* they asked him. ‘NVhat are you doing here 
in the ruins and why did the partisans run through 


/fi2 



>our yard? Ivan and 1. we arp^uc<| a lot. but this 
(loesn t mean we weren’t worri.ed. 

Meanwhile there s light coming into the boiler 

room through the cracks. And when you looked up 

I ^ stack through the broken |)art you could see a 

"hite spot way up. And the draffs still whistling 
dirough. 


a t 


Vou know. Pelro.’ Ivan says, ‘your whole 
(ace looks dark. You probably cut more than your 
ands. You can get blood poisoning. \^'ipc your¬ 
self with this gauze.' 


He tears off a piece from wliat we bought in 
the drugstore and without a-^king my permission 
starts wiping my face, 

“ 7^" '*-*'■)’ grateful to you,’ I say. ‘Only I 
think its blood from my hands.' I snatch the piece 
of gauze from him and tlirow it away. The draft 
catches it right away and pulls it up inside the 
slack. It disappears in a Hash, right into the sky. 

Now if we could fly up like that and right 
into the foresL’ Ivan says. 

Wait a minute, wait.’ I say, and I start un¬ 
buttoning my jacket. 

He lauglis; he thinks I’m really going to try 
if But I’d got a real good idea. I was unbuttoning 
my jacket so as to get out the leaflets from under 
foy shirt. 

And >cdiat do you think! I take a handful of 
leaflets and throw ’em down. Ivan stands there 
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wjtcliitig. The leaflets whirl around and fly up. 
Ivan catches on and unbuttons his jacket loo. 

“We throw up a little at a time, about thirty. 
It's clear the leaflets are IKing out. and at that 
height tliey'II scatter all over Kornikovka. 

“We laughed so much and fell so good 
our licads stopped aching. Ivan forgot all about 
eating. 

“That was the way liukhanov found us. 
were so excited we <lidii'l hear him conung. True, 
he was in fell lK)ots. 

“Bukhunov laughs. TlieyVe going crazy out 
there.’ he says. 'They’re saying the partisans are 
flying over Koryukovka. The |>oUcc arc hiding. 
Thev expect a homhing. Tlut was a nrarvclous idea 
of vours.’ 

“Then we hiul a smoke. Bukhnnov didn’t have 
a lighter hut a flint and steel. Tlial's tlje best thing 
in a wind. 

“Ivan says. ‘I’m completely happy, comrades.’ 

“Bukhanov andi I. we laugh at him. Some Irap- 
piness! How’re we going to get out of the place? 
If we fall into the hand,s of the fascists they’ll make 
ininccme.at of us. 

“Bukhanov becomes serious and sa>^, ‘TH have 
to get out a difTerenl way now myself. They’ve 
got suspicious of me. Probably they re watching me. 
I’ll crawl out with you. But it’s a ver)' 
and besides wc’ll have to wail till night.’ 
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“When he lells us wliat kind of an exit it was. 
Ivan and I start feeling blue. 

“ ‘That's out of the question.' I say. The boys’ll 
n-.ake fun of us.' 

“‘Nollung will happen. I swear.' Bukhanov 
says, ‘It's all frozen over.’ 

“ ‘You can do as you like,' Ivan saj-s. ‘I’ni going 
to fight my way out before I go crawling through 
muck.’ 

“ ‘That’s dumb,’ Bukhanov says. ‘The sewer 
hasn’t been working for months. You boys are 
young, you have a long time to live yet. You've 
got a lot of Germans to wipe out. You’re just prej¬ 
udiced. How about the plumbers? Come on, stop 
l>eing fussy.* 

“Just the same wc checked on the other exits and 
saw for ourselves there were Germans all over. 

“ ‘They're waiting for me. the rats.’ Bukhanov 
says. ‘Tliey’rc sure you fellows choked to death in 
the smoke.’ 

“Ivan takes a grenade in his liund and starts 
moving to the edge of the pipe like he’s made up his 
mind. But Buklianov jumps at him and pulls him 
back. He got so sore he wanted to punch his nose 
for him. 

“‘You.* he say’s, ‘are still wet behind the ears. 
You’re going to listen to me. I’m the head of a 
family and a man of experience. I’m going to give 
the orders around here!’ 
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‘‘lie Ivan a Hiinp nr Iwo. an<l Ivan 

pi VOS in. Tlion I deride IM In’ller listen io Hiikha- 
inn loo. 

“The sower was fnirl\ drv but Mill it wasn't 
pleasant. Vi'e crawled maybe an bour. Crawled out 
uito a swamp. Aiul when wo reached the forest vou 
ran imagine how ha|)py we were! Not onlv because 
we <1 es<‘aped. \o, the main tiling was weM pul one 
<n(T oil those rats. 

*'\\\M leaned u|i with snow and weni to (he ramp. 
Bukhanov went home to Korvukovka.** 

And tliat's fVtya Romanov's story. A fe>v days 
after this adventure he went ofT to Korviikovka again 
witli leaHets. lie wanted to distribute them in the 
same way and was terribly disappointed wlicn he 
learned the Hitlerites had blocked up all the pipes 
and tunnels of the refinerv. 

.it ^ 

Tlie man in charge of our radio news ^vn5 Yev- 
sci CrigoryeNich na>kin. Kver> morning he read the 
Soviet Infonnalion Bureau cotniminique out loud to 
llie line. Then he summarized the other news and the 
main newspaper articles. Baskin was no less popular 
with us than the well-known radio announcer Le¬ 
vitan. 

Wlien he < aught a good piece of news in the 
ether he w'ould come running to headquarters with 
it at once. Then we ourselves went from dugoul to 
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dugout; spreading glad news, was a very pleasant 
occupation indeed. 

I recall the memorable day of December 13. 
There was a blizzard blowing and the temperature 
u-as twenty below. That day we learned that Ger¬ 
man punitive detachments had destroyed Reimenta- 
rovka and occupied Savenki. The men were in pretty 
low spirits. 

At two o'clock in the night Baskin came run¬ 
ning in. 

“Alexei Fyodorovich. Nikolai Nikitich. Comrade 
Yaremenko! 'Rie latest news! Several German divi¬ 
sions have been routed near Moscow. The Frilzes 
are running for all they’re worth.” 

You can imagine what happened. Of course, we 
roused the entire camp. The men went around hug¬ 
ging one another and tossing their caps into the 
air. Kapranov issued a glass apiece above the ration 
without a grumble. 

It was a full two hours before we went back to 
our places. Now no one could fall asleep. Every¬ 
thing pointed to tlie fact that the Red Army had 
taken the initiative and .started a big offensive. Some¬ 
body—I don't remember who—suggested we im¬ 
mediately form several groups of fifteen men each 
and send them off to the nearest villages that very 
night. 

I went along at the head of one of the groups. 
We rode into the village of Khoromnoye on horse- 
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i>a< k aii«l started pouiuliri" on doors and windows. 
Evcryl)ody’s nerves wore on edge; trembling voices 
asked who wc were and what we wanted. 

Fbit in some fifteen minutes a crowd haeJ gatliercd 
around the bonfire wc lit before the building llial 
ii'cd to house tlie village Soviet. It turned into a 
son of meeting. I announced the news. Then came 
a sliower of ipieslions. There were no Germajis in the 
village and the few rwently-recruitcd polizci were 
hiding. One of tliem ran off to the neighbouring vil¬ 
lage where there was a company of Magyars. But 
by the time the Mng)-ars arrived there was no trace 
of us. 

Almost all the groups had already returned to 
cam-p hy the time we reached it. The men were in 
high spirits. Our news-spreading sally proved ex- 
Ireniely elTertive. Everywhere the peasants thanked 
llie partisans, begged them to come again and said 
that if the nows was good they might wake them up 
at anv time. 

Of course, it didn't go off without some incidents. 
At first cvcj^ihing went well in the village of Chu- 
lovlchi, which Dnizliinin's group visited. The vil- 
lagers began congratulating one aiiolluT. and some¬ 
one even struck up “I^nd of mine, Moscow mine, you 
I love the l)cst,’* accompanying himself on a concer¬ 
tina, when suddenly a shot rang out. All were put 
on iJieir guard. The partisans took cover to be 
re.idv for battle, and the local girls ran off into the 
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gardens. About three minutes later came a woman's 
cries from the same direction as the shot. Then 
some children came running up laughing. 

“The starosta’s shot himself!” they annoujiced. 

“When he heard the Red Army was advancing he 
probably decided fonvard units were already in 
the village and so he grabbed up a pistol and 
-pul a bullet through his head. Thai’s his wife 
bawling.” 

Popudrenko was the last to return to camp. His 
group had gone to Radomka. On entering the vil¬ 
lage they saw lights in a big house, and since Uiey 
knew that neither Germans nor Magyars were in 
Radomka they boldly went up to the house. Po¬ 
pudrenko told the others to go rouse the villagers, 
while he himself pushed open the door and walked 
in. There were some young men. eight in all. sitting 
around on benches. At the sight of Popudrenko they 
sprang to their feet and gaped. 

“Comrades, the Red Army is chasing the fascists 
for all it’s worth!” Nikolai Nikitich cried. “Five 
enemy divisions laid Imv near Moscow, and the 
offensive goes on. Hurrah, comrades!” 

“Hurrah...” the young fellows muttered tim¬ 
idly. 

“What’s the matter, had no oatmeal for a week? 
Repeat after me: Hurrah for the Red Army and 
Comrade Stalin!” 

This lime their “Hurrah!” was louder. 
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When the meeting began Popudrenko noliced 
that llie fellows who had repealed “Hurrah after 
him were not present. He asked the kolkhoz folk 
wliere they were. 

“The oldest had a moustache and wore a tall 
fur hat." 

“\^'e don't have any boys like that, lies an 
instrjiclor from the district police office. He's here 
recruiting and training young policemen. The^’ were 
holding a conference. They're afraid of the par¬ 
tisan.® and meet mostly at night.*' 

Po[)U«lrcnko was furious. 

“It can’t be. That fellow with the moustache 
shouted ‘Hurrah’ louder than anybody else." 

“You just take a look at yourself: five grenades 
on your bolt, a tommy gun over yotir shoulder, and 
a Mauser in your hand. Yelling ‘Hurrah’ if you 
meet a guy like that is nothing—you're more likely 
to yell for help!" 

“Follow me!” Popudrenko ordered his men and 
ran toward the hou.^e. “Give ’em grenadt's. the rats!” 

But the house was dark and en>ply. 

he had finished his story Popudrenko 
shook his head and said vcxcdly: 

“Not enough vigilance, comrades!” 



CHAPTER THREE 


THE R.C. IN THE WOODS 

What actually was the underground R.C. of the 
Party at that time? 

An outsider would have said it was a small 
group of people who didn't seem any different from 
the several hundred partisans about them. Not all 
llie members of the R.C. held higli positions. In 
dress, in bearing and in mode of life they were 
partisans just like the rest. 

But when this group got together in private 
cver)-one around knew it was deciding questions vi¬ 
tal to the entire detachment, and perhaps more than 
Just the detachment; questions not necessarily of n 
secret nature, but certainly highly important. 

When the R.C. summoned a partisan, whether he 
was a Party member or not he would pull himself 
together, collect his thoughts, look through his 
notes.. . . And if he felt he had done something 
wrong he was apt to shake in his boots. 

When a summons came to a meeting of the R.C. 
not only rank-and-file partisans but officers too. 
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intrepid fisrhling men, would promptly put aside 
whatever (hcv were doing and sol out. no matter what 
the time of day or night or how far away they 
might he. 

The R.C. might even *^nirmmn a man from a de* 
Ijchnicnt not under oijr c*>nxmand or from nllagcs 
near which tliere were no partisans whatsoever. And 
if the man really hated the fascists and loved his 
country, if he wanted to take an active part in the 
fiphl against the enemy, he would leave his family 
and. at liiiu s at the risk of his life, make liis way 
to the forest where the K.C. was then located. 

Jtist who were they, these R.C. memhors? Who 
gave them such a hold on the minds of men? 

Of course, of no little significance was the fact 
that the members of the underground R.C. had 
heen inemhers of the peacetime Chernigov R.C., and 
that later many of ihcTn were confirmed hy the 
(Neutral Committee of the Party as leaders of the 
people's struggle in the enemy rear. Howewr. this 
only partly explains the aulhoritv and influence 
they acquired among the masses. 

Tlie ovenvhclming majority of the So%iel people 
wlio for one reason or another had remained in oc¬ 
cupied territory realized that there was only one 
force^ one organization^ capable of rousing the 
millions of Soviet men and women for o heroic 
struggle against the invaders. That force was the 
Communist Party, 
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Thai was why the members of the underground 
R.C. of the Party enjoyed such authority among the 
partisans and exercised such a strong influence on 
the masses. 

Communists were the commanders in thousands 
of partisan detachments and resistance groups. If 
there were Communists among a group of men 
who had broken out of encirclement, or of escaped 
war prisoners, or of peasants who. outraged at 
the atrocities of the Hitlerites had taken to tlie 
forest, then as a rule it was they who became the 
leaders. 

Life in occupied territory brought out with es¬ 
pecial clarity the qualities of a true Bolshexdk in 
a man; it was a test of his convictions and his de¬ 
votion to the Communist concept. 

The people understood this very well; they al¬ 
ways appreciated the Bolsheviks' frankness, daring 
and consistent pursuance of the program they had 
marked out. 

About the men from encircled units and the es¬ 
caped war prisoners who came to join the detach¬ 
ment vve knew nothing. 

Qut'stioning newcomers was not among the duties 
of the sentry at the picket: all he had to do was 
bring them to the ofluier on duly or else summon the 
conunander. Nevertheless the .sentries usually <li<l 
put a few questions to the newcomer, and the first 
was: 



* Are you a Party member? Or a Koin^^omol 
member?' 

All the partisans, iiu'luding those who were not 
Part) members* wore simerely jiljul when llie an- 
Nwereaine in the allinnalixe, Tliey werejilad because 
a Communist nteant a staunch and devoted comrade: 
and also bceaust* in the allirnialive answer they 
sensed courage and nobililN. After all. it would have 
1)0111 qiiiu* a simple n-.nUer for a newcomer lo hide 
his memhersliip in ihe I’arly. He would onlv have 
to say he was not a meirher. Admiltinp that he was 
a (.oinmimist iininediatoly placcil sj)c<-ial ohiijintions 
on a man. Everyone knew that the (^>mimmisl al¬ 
ways received the most cliirinilt assignment. And in 
the «’veiit of capture he would Ik* the one lo {lot the 
first German bullet. 

F’arty meml»ersliip did not give a partisan any 
advantages over those who were not members. We 
did not even have such an elementary mark of 
memhership as the Party eard. Bv a derision of the 
R.C. all wlto came to the detachment with Party or 
Komsomol cards turned them over lo the roinmis- 
sjir. W’e put all the Party papers into a safe and 
hiiriod it in one of the caches. The secretary of the 
detachment Party organization. Comrade Kurochka. 
had a list of the members and candidate-members 
of the Party, and the secretary of the Komsomol 
organization. Manisya Skripka, had drawn up a 
list of the Komsomol members. 
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Entr>' in one of these lists meant a newly- 
arrived comrade was recognized as being a Com¬ 
munist or a Komsomol member. 

During the whole war we had only two cases 
of men hiding their Party affiliation when joining 
the detachment. Usually Party members and Kom¬ 
somol members went to the secretary of the pri¬ 
mary organization and asked to be registered Just 
as soon as they were enrolled in the detach- 
menl. 

A fairly complicated procedure Itad been estab¬ 
lished for this. As a rule, the newcomer did not 
have his Party or Komsomol card w'iih him. He was 
not blamed for this. But to prove his membership 
the comrade had to find three Party members who 
could testify to his having belonged to this or 
that primary organization. 

One day four men from tlie Isl Platoon came 
up to me with an odd complaint. A dark-liaire<l 
young fellow w’as the first to speak: 

“We've come to you to complain about Ivan 
Markianovich Kurochka." 

“But Kuroclika isn’t your rommander. WTiat’ve 
you got against him?” 

“We’ve come to you as the secretary of the 

R.C. ...” 

They were all non-Party men. I expected to 
hear a complaint about some shortcomings in the 
c.vmp or some |>ersonal wrongs. But it turned out 
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they liad come about a strictly Party matter, an 
inner-Party matter, in fact. 

“Do you know Vlasenko, Alexei FyodoroNich?’* 
iiskixl llie darkdiaired fellow. 

'*^ 05 . Tlie machine gninner?*' 

“That's the one. Petro Vlasenko from Kar- 
}K>vka. ' 

“We all conte from the some village/* a second 
man put in. '‘He's been in the detachment almost a 
month now. He was pul in our unit and lives in 
the same dugout we do. We notice Vlasenko's going 
around looking down in the mouth. One day pass« 
es. I lien another. nn<l he's still tlie same. Even in 
ha I lie he's a different man. As fellow villagers 
and frieuids we question him: 'Wliat’s the matter? 
Ma\ he you need more liquor, the ration isi/l 
enough? Maybe you’re seeing Manisya the cook in 
your dreajns?’ He doesn’t give us a straight answer, 
tells us not to pester him. But we finally got to the 
bottom of it. ‘Remember, boys/ he says, ‘how I 
was taken into the Parly in * 39 ?’ Sure we do. 
‘And now/ he says, ‘they don't consider me a mem. 
her. Kurochka won’t register me. 1 buried my 
card when we were getting out of encirclement. Td 
go back Uicre and get it but it’s a good three hun* 
dred kiloniclres, no less.’” 

The third man took up the story' heatedly: 

“Kuroclika’s just indulging in a lot of red 
tape.” 
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“He ought lo see it hurts the man. Comrade 
Fyodorov. We confirm it: he really was a member. 
He was active in vilLige affairs: spoke at meet¬ 
ings, explained current affairs from the newspa¬ 
pers to ihe truck garden brigade, was always ready 
to help a man out. I. for one. saw Petro studying 
the History of the Party before the war. We told 
Party secretary Kurochka all this. But that made 
it even worse.’’ 

“He didn't take your word?” 

“No. ‘You haven't got the right.’ he says. ‘If 
Petro Vlasenko was really in the Party he wouldn't 
come to you non-Party members on such a mat¬ 
ter.’ ” 

I said: “But you don't know the circumstances. 
Vlasenko was in the army. Maybe he did something 
wrong and was expelled from the Parly then.” 

The fourth man, who hadn't said anylhyig un¬ 
til then, now decided it was time he had his say: 

“I was with him when we broke out of encir¬ 
clement. \Vc were in the same platoon. I didn't hear 
anything about any expulsion. ^ our supposition 
isn't right. Comrade Fyodorov. Vlasenko didn t 
gel reprimanded clUicr.’’ 

I asked the men why they so ardently pleaded 
Vlasenko's case. 

“First.” they said, “because the man’s upset. 
We sympathize with him.” 

“And secondly?” 
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“Well, and secondly, tlie main reason is l>ecau5e 
wc don't have a single Party nicniher in our 
squad. That's of some importance to us. isn l it. 
Comrade Fyodorov?" 

I told then) the procedure by ^vhich Coimnu- 
nisis were entered in the list, “Ihiforlunately. com- 
railes. there's nothing I can do about it either. I 
have no right to break the rules laid down by 

the R.C." 

It secime<l I hadn't convinced them. Tliey went 
off dissatisfied. Five minutes later the man who 
had come out of encirclement together with Vla¬ 
senko returned. 

“Tell me. Alexei Fyodorovich, if I join the 
Parly may I speak for Petro then?” 

“Is that the reason you want to join the Par- 

ty?” 

He gave me a surprised look and answered in 
all seriousness; 

“I guess you’re joking, Comrade Fyodorov. 
You’d have to be pretty stupid to apply for Party 
membership just because of Uiat. I wrote an appli¬ 
cation back in the regiment, but I didn’t have time 
to hand it in. I still have my recomimendations.” 

“X^’ihere were you surrounded?” 

“Near Kiev. Petro and I wandered around more 
tJian three months before we found the partisans.” 

“And you carried those recommendations 
around with you all the time?” 
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“I did.” 

“So Vlasenko buried his Party card and ) ou 
kept your recommendations?” 

“That’s right.” 

Realizing that this put his comrade in an un¬ 
favourable light he hastened to add: 

“But there's a difference, Alexei Fyodorovich. 
Petro had a men»l>crship card and all I had was an 
application for candidate-member.” 

“Well, let’s have a look.” 

He took off his coat, ripped open the lining 
on the back and took out his papers, neatly folded 
and wrapped in waterproof paper. Among them 
were three certified recoiiunendalions and an appli¬ 
cation for candidate-membership of the Party. 

“They got crumpled. Alexei Fyodorovich,” he 
said apologetically. “Tliat one was wrillen by 
Lieutenant Voronko; he’s dead now. That one the 
colonel himself, Comrade Golscridze, gave me, and 
the third is Vlasenko’s. He was No. 1 man in the 
crew and I was No. 2. He’s the one who persuad¬ 
ed me to apply for membership.” 

I examined the papers and then looked the man 
in the eye. No, it couldn't be that all this had been 
thought up beforehand, the more so since together 
with the application and the recommendations were 
a photograph of his \vife and children and an hon¬ 
our certificate from the district Soviet for excel¬ 
lent work in the kolkhoz. 
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"\^’ell, you boys are certainly simpletons. Look, 
lu re's the proof." I sltowed the trail \ lasenko s rci- 
omniciidalion. '“Tliere's even the mmil)«*r of tlie 
card aiul tin* year be joined—it's all lierc. Call 
your pal and tell him he ought to Uiank you. 

You sliould have seen how happy these words 
made him. 

“Yes. yes, we really are fools. \ou ran see 
why we were so upset. Alexei Fyodorovich. Mr's 
a gnod fellow, and it wasn't fair to be coiitilrd out 
of the Party like tlial." 

When he left me he walked slowly at first, then 
he quickened his step and finally broke into a run. 

“Petro!" I heard him shouting. “Come liere. 
Pelro!” 

* * * 

About the middle of December the political in¬ 
structor of one of the platoons came to detachment 
coininissor A'aremcnko with the question: 

“What is a partisan?” 

A'aremenko gave Itim a puzzled look. 

“You're kind of late in asking,” he replied. 
"But if you want it in a few words—an avenger of 
the people.” 

“That I understand. . . . But you see. Comrade 
Commissar, it’s this way. I was having a talk with 
the men about the tasks facing us today, what we 
are to strive for. You say—avenger of the people. 


ISO 



Thai's the way I explained it too. Bui some of tl)e 
men don't quite get it. Tliey ihink llie partisans 
are in a special position. One of llu iii put it lliis 
way: the partisan has no future, and compared 
with the Red Army man's his position isn’t worth 
a tiling. Besides the fact the partisan has no plare 
to retreat lo. he has no place to advance to." 

‘ But that's not so. We do carry out offensive 
operations. Tlierc's Pogorellsy.. . ." 

"‘I said that. They protest. That wasn't an of¬ 
fensive. they say. hut a tip-and-run attack. Vi'e 
make an attack and then hide in the woods. An<l 
then what, they ask? The forest is surrounded, 
after all. And again the comparison: now the Red 
Army’s conducting an offensive at Moscow and is 
developing it from day to day. There the men are 
having a good time.” 

“As they -see it. the partisan has nothing lo do 
with what the Red Army df>es. is that it? You 
should have explained. Comrade Political Instruc¬ 
tor. that although we’re not in touch with the 
army right now just the same we're a part of it. 
The Red Army offensive is our offensive too.” 

“The men realize that. Comrade Commissar. 
But take Nikifor Kallistratov, for example.—he's a 
machine and tractor station mechanic. His ques¬ 
tions always go deep. Before the war. he says, every¬ 
body knew his production plan and he worked to 
fulfil it. Now’, he says, he doesn’t want lo depend 
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only on the Red Army; as he puls it. he wants to 
have Ills own dream, a plan for partisan dc^xlop- 
inent with a specific task for each man/’ 

Comrade ^’areinenko told nie and the other 
members of the unclercroimd R.C. al>oul this con¬ 
versation. There was soinelliinp to think about 
here. Indeed, our Soviet man cannot live without 
a plan, without a clear prospect. Planning has 
become a necessity, a habit and second nature to 
him. Tins i? one of the main HifTcrence^ between 
tlie Soviet man and the man in capitalist society. 
This necessity is felt to a greater or lesser degree 
depending iif>on a person’s development. Meehan* 
ic Nikifor Kallistralov ^s•as quite right in fusing 
dream and plan. Tlir Soviet man is already used to 
the idea that his dream is feasible and ran be 
expressed in figures and time limits. 

The difTirulty was that many simple truths self- 
evident under army conditions had to be revised 
as far as the partisans went. 

For instance, under our conditions the size of a 
ilelaclimcnl did not always determine its slreng:lh. 
At times a small group of bold and skilfully con¬ 
cealed men could deal the enemy very telling 
blows. 

This gave rise to the question: should we, 
or should we not acquire horses and carts. Riding 
was certainly far more pleasaift than walking. But 
perhaps there was no need to ride anpvhere at 
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all? Wouldn’t it be belter to operate in our ou ^1 
district as a small, close-knit group? ^e had 
an excellent knowledge of the district, had studied 
alt the forest paths.. .. 

Now not only ex-partisans but indeed everybody 
who has read books about the partisan movement 
in the Patriotic War knows very* well that parti¬ 
san detachments were either local or mobile. The 
first operated within their own districts, while the 
second were constantly on the move, making march¬ 
es of hundreds and even thousands of kilometres. 

But in 1941 not even the commanders knew of 
such a division. The tactics of constant movement, 
in other words, long-distance raids, were prompted by 
circumstances. 

Occasionally people say that some partisans 
sat tight in the forest over long periods. Yes, 
there were instances when small detachments limit¬ 
ed themselves to defence and did not appear in in¬ 
habited points or on the roads for months. But I do 
not know of a single detachment of Soriel parti¬ 
sans that spent all the years of the occupation 
in the forest simply hiding and not doing any¬ 
thing. 

Naturally, not all the deUchments were equally 
active, not all fought equally well. 

The main prerequisite of success was political 
organization of the masess. The districts in which 
the invaders received the most telling blows were 
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[hose wliere Hie Comiminifls 5«ucccc(lcd in maifitain* 
uVfi tlicir Iratling pasilioiu where they did nol lose 
touch with the people but railed them, rallied 
them to the struggle. In such districts the partisau 
detachments became an impressive military and 
political force. 

It goes without savins that the detachments in 
which the Communists were organized and cohesive 
never simply lay low, were not inactive. 

Po[>ular resistance to the (i<Tinan invaders in¬ 
creased in dirt'ct proportion to the strengthening of 
the Coiniminisl inlluencc ainonu the masses, the 
expansion of underground agitational work and the 
intensifiealioii of partisan blows at the enemy, And 
ihese blows were nothing more nor loss than Party 
fnilifary activity in the cnemv rear. 

We didn't get the idea of how best to carry on 
underground work right off. Far from it. In the first 
period of the struggle, when many counted on its 
lasting a short time, there were among us some 
who would have liked to hide, to wait, sit it out* 
This mood began to pass after our first few' offen¬ 
sive Df>cralions, when confidence in our strength 
became greater. 

The turning point for us was the Pogorcltsy 
operation. 

By the middle of December there w'erc more 
than five hundred men in the united detaclunenl, 
with more and more desirous of joining* Every* 
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where our speakers were calling upon the peoplefo 
resist the enemy. The firs! H.C, leaflet, wliich our 
printshop pul out in an edition of several thou¬ 
sand copies, was entitled. ‘‘Vi ho Are the Partisans 
and Whom Are They Fighting?*' In it we said. 
“Fight the fascists, join the partisan cletachmcnls.“ 
And people did join us. 

However, there came the time when wc could no 
longer lake in new people without the risk of (!<*• 
priving the Hetachment of manoeuvrabUity and 
combat efficiency. 

Most newcomers brought their own weapons 
with them. They came with grenades and pistols 
and other arms easy lo conceal. But we already 
lacked automatic weapons and even rifles. There 
was an acute shortage of bullets. Our supply of 
TNT was also running low'. Most of those who 
joined us had not had any training and had not 
been under fire, A good deal of work had to he 
done with them before they could be allowed to 
go into action. 

The cold grew more severe, and by no means 
all the new arrivals had warm clothing. There were 
more and more cases of frostbite. Building dugouts 
took up no less of our energy than combat activity, 

A radio apparatus had been cached at the base 
of the Repki detachment. The radiomen had been 
killed, and no one knew w'bere to find it, but we 
continued hunting. Our best pathfinders combed 
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llir fechon of ihc forest where the Ka5^e was located 
and dujr somellung like twenty holes, Tliey found 
Jiotliing, 

There was no sense in sending men across llie 
frontline. It was too far awav. Not one of those 

4 

^vo liari sent e.irlicr liad returned. 

\Ve needed inslnietions from tlic Central Com¬ 
mittee of titc I’arly and the Supreme Command; we 
needed to be sure our actions were roordinated 
with the nrtions of the Red .\rmy. that we were 
fiylitin" shonIdcT to shoulder uitli the entire Soviet 
people. And then, wc needed nmiminilion, modern 
arms, TM and nnnes. The (porinan invaders were 
restoring the railways: the first enemy trains were 
already moving past ns toward the front. con¬ 
tact. contact at all cosl5! 

Using insiifiicienlly trained reserves in l»aHlc 
iticreased the nninl>er of wounded. And medical aid 
was our weakest spot. I must nynfcss that when we 
were forming the regional dctaclimenl hack in 
Chernigov this angle had slipped our minds; wc 
had even taken vorj' little gnu/e and medicine with 
us. That wc had no doctor with us wo discovered 
only when wc were in the forest. Wc had a phar¬ 
macist, Zelik Abramovich A'osilcvich, and we liad 
several trained nurses, but we hod no doctor, not 
even an inexperienced one. not even a young one 
fresh from school, and there was nowhere to get 
one. 
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The Perelyub delacliment had a feldsher. Ana- 
loly Yemelyanov, whom we appointed chief of ihe 
medical and sanitation sen'ice of the united do- 
lachment. He was very painstaking and willing, 
but he was only twenty-five. The wounded appre¬ 
ciated his fine character, but what they wanted 
from him was medical assistance, not kindness. 

Thus, three important problems stood bi^fore 
os: to ensure manoeuvrability for our detachment, 
to establish contact with the Mainlajid, and sub¬ 
stantially to improve medical aid to tlie sick and 
wounded. And solving these problems would mean 
carrying out tlie plan of partisan development 
which the mechanic Nikifor KalHstralov rightly 
demanded of us. 

First of all the detachment had to be ensured 
maximum mobility. I obliged the platoon command¬ 
ers to acquire one horse and one good sleigh for 
every five men. 

At first this order was carried out poorly. Not 
so much because acquiring horses and sleighs un¬ 
der our conditions was no easy matter as because 
many simply failed to understand why the order 
had to be carried out, did not understand it was 
part of a big plan and that fulfilling it meant be* 
ginning our offensive. 

Only after solving the main problems facing 
us could we permit a further increase in the size 
of the detachment. 
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] use the word permit, though as a molter 
of fact, uc \vi>hr(l lo f(»rin a partisan division. In ad¬ 
dressing the men and iti talks almut our future, the 
H.( . rneinhers and oJhceis not infrequently >aid: 
’’Just wan till we lujud^er several thousand! ' 
Mcanwhih*. ho\\e\rr. we mnnhered only a few 
liundr(Mk arul some of the olheers already feared a 
further grouili. As for the Hilleriles, tluTe were 
tliouvnids of fhejii around tis. After the rout at 
Mos<‘f>w the ocrupaliou aiithorilit's rercivod ordc*rs 
to dr) away with the |)artisins as quickly as pos* 
silde: r(unfor<'ernenls were needed at the front. .And 
they hrousht u|i artillerN. tanks and planes 
again^l us. 'I'heir hopes that we would fall lo |)icccs 
by ourselves had niisearried. just as had their 
hopes of isolating us from the population. 

The Gemian invaders ha<l brought up hundreds 
of pairs of ^kis f<»r their soldiers; the polizei were 
teaching the Magyars how to ride in sleighs; Ger¬ 
man 1 ange-finditi 2 shells were landing on our camp 
grouTuls. I'he (llllerites fell so slrong ihcv didn't 
even trouble to hide from ns their preparations for 
an ofTcnsive. 1 hey drop|)od leaflels Q<lvising us lo 
cease niir "‘hopeless resistance, come out of the 
forest and surrender/' 

Not a single one of us was frightened by the 
enemy's threats. The leaflets were used as cigarette 
paper nm\ for various other purposes. 

However, we could not help but realize that to 
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reinain where we were wa^ bcconung more danger* 
ous wiih each passing day. 

Al ihis time the underground K.C. of the Party 
held a mecling that determined our {>ath of de\cl- 
opinem for a long period ahead. 

Besides the R.C. members—Popudrenko. No¬ 
vikov, Kapranov. Druzliinin, \aremcnko, Duiep- 
rovsky and myself—meetings of the R.C. were al- 
lended by chief of staff Rvanov, by Balilsky. who 
was assistant to ihe secrelar)'. and sometimes also 
by platoon commanders and secretaries of district 
Party coinmillecs. 

The R.C. met in the intervals between opera¬ 
tions. We held oiir meetings in most unexpected 
places. Most often we met in the diigout; when the 
delaclimciit was on the march we would hold a 
meeting beside my sleigh, around a campfire or 

simply as we walked along. 

One or another of the comrades wouhl some¬ 
times have to break off to issue orders, or leave the 
meeting. Every now and then one of the men would 
come running up to tell us about some event. 

The meeting I shall now describe was held 
with innumerable interruptions during which we 
took part in battles. 

I shall not weary the reader with details of the 
situation, nor shall I recall the various speeches 
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made. The questions wc discussed ^verc very se¬ 
rious ones. There were no few arjiumenis, but the 
(lecisions we look were unanimous. 

Experience liad shown us that by uniting, the 
<lelachmenls liad gained in fighting elTicicncy. The 
successful Pogoreltsy ojieration had inspired and 
heartened m,an>. Hut when it became clear that 
expansion of tlie detachment necessitated constant 
nio\ement. when it became evident wc could 
no longer remain at the oh! place without run¬ 
ning tlic risk of complete rout, many began to 
gniinhlc, 

“We’re giving up our native places, aliwn, er. 
our basT's!” Bessarab cried. 

Gromenko unex|XTledly sided with him. “I 
won’t go anywhere! W'e know every spot around 
here, it s all explored. Ix^ave me here: my boys and 
I'll get along by ourselves. .. 

He was all worked up, and in a voice quiv¬ 
ering with emotion he cried: “Only over my dead 
body. Reiter to die in an unequal Iratlle!” and so 
on atid so forth. But when wc told him that anarch¬ 
istic behaviour might force the R.C. to raise the 
question of his Parly membership. Gromenko pon¬ 
dered over the matter. 

‘ Comrades.” he said, “I submit to Party dis¬ 
cipline.” 

But restraining people only by the force of an 
order or a Parly decision, that is, relying exclu- 
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sively on the discipline inspired by the authority of 
the command and the Parly leadership, could not 
be done for long in underground Avork. 

We had resolved to create a big detachment. 
WTien I say ‘Sve’* I have in mind the R.C. of the 
Party. But perhaps there were some who regarded 
this decision as a whim of the chief, as a desire, 
contrary to all common sense, to subordinate as 
large a number of people as possible to himself? 
Yes, there were such comrades, and they said: 

“Fyodorov’s head has I)ccn turned hy the scale 
of his work before the war. He’s an ambitious man, 
and he can’t reconcile himself to having only such 
a small group as the regional detachment under 
his command/’ 

“Why Fyodorov?” others protested. “The de- 
oision was taken by the R.C. of the Party.” 

“We know that,” answered those opposed to 
amalgamation. “All the R.C, members are subop 
dinate to Fyodorov because he’s the commander 
of the detachment. He holds first place in the 
R.C. loo. \^Tio’d dare go against his opinion?” 

Only people who lost their heads in the heal 
of an argument and who did not understand the 
basic principles of Party leadership, could reason 
that way. 

No, it wBS not anybody’s vain whim that made 
the Chernigov underground R.C. hold finnly to 
strengthening the detachment. In taking this dcci- 
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sion (Ik* R.C. kepi foreniosl in mind Uie mam 
<>r;.’nni/a(ioiial (ask &cl it 1*\ llin Centrai Conimillce 
of llic H»>lslK'vik Parlv ; drawinp ilu* larpo^l pos- 
s^iblo iuiiiiIht uf Sovicl |«*opl«* into iJie slru|:glc 
agiiinsl (he invadrr?. 

(.omrade Stalin learlios ii-^ dial to make prop, 
er use of tin- forms of struggle and organization 
of the proletariat certain necessary conditions have 
to he ftiililled first, including: 

‘‘lo locate at any given moment that particu¬ 
lar link ill tin- iliain ol proics.ses n)ii<-li, if grasped, 
will enalilc u* to hold llie whole chain ami 
lo pri-pare the conditions for achieving strategic 
success. 

I he point hero is to single out from all 
the prohlems confr<niling tin* Party that |>ar- 
ticular iiininxliate prohleni, the answer to which 
constitutes llie cintral point, ami the solution 
of which will ensure the successful solution of 
the other immeiliate iirohloms.’’ (J. V. Stalin, 
l‘rohlnn.% of U-niiiism. Moscow 1017. p. 77.1 
At that moment the particular link for us was 
the crralion of a pouerfiil partisan fnrmnfiott. This 
had lo he a forinnlion whose actions would he 
known to tens of lhous.inds of people in the oc¬ 
cupied district.s and which would allrael the largest 
possible number of Soviet men and women to join 
the partisans at the call of the Party. 

Naturally, no one had the intention of merging 
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all the detachments in the Ukraine, or even all the 
detachments in a region, but at least one partisan 
unit in the region had to be strong enough to: 

1. Deal the enemy hca%'y blows, 

2. Maintain constant contact by radio with the 
army and with the Soviet rear. 

3. Have a landing held for planes sent, from 
our Soviet rear. 

4. Have groups of capable speakers who could 
grasp the comiplicated political situation of that 
time, explain to Soviet people the tasks facing them, 
and keep the population well inforoned of the 
real situation at the fronts. 

5. Maintain a printshop and print and distrib* 
utc leaflets and newspapers, 

6. Serve as an operational base for the Party 
political centre directing the entire underground 
and partisan struggle in the region. 

7. Serve as a model of staunchness and disci* 
plinc for all the local detachments and the rcsis* 
tance groups in the surrounding towns. 

It was clear that all these problems could not 
be solved by small detachments, which had only 
one advantage over big ones: the possibility of 
hiding easily. 

Some of the comrades, expressing the opinion 
of politically backward partisans, objected to the 
intention of the R.C. to take leadership of the par¬ 
tisan movement in the region upon itself. “If you 
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SCI up a big detachment/' they fiaid. “>ou1l attract 
ihe allenlion of the German command and make 
it concentrate punitive and regular forces in the 
area where the detachment operates, In this way 
you only increase the burdens and sufferings of the 
population, you increase the scale of executions, 
incendiarism and plunder. The value of the partisan 
movement” they said, “lies just in the fact that it’s 
a movement of the people arising spontaneously 
and suddenly out of indignation at the atrocities 
coimiiitled by the invaders. Knowing how bitterly 
the occupation authorities bate the Communists, the 
jieasants will |>c afraid to help partisan dotachnionts 
which are openly led by the Party." 

Here we had to remind these advocates of spon¬ 
taneity of the following words of Comrade Stalin: 

The theory of worshipping spontaneity is 
decidedly oppost'd to lending the spontaneous 
movement consciouMicss and system. It is op- 
poswd to the idea of the Parly marching at the 
head of the working class, of the Parly raising 
the masses to the level of class consciousness, of 
the Party leading tlie movement; it stands for 
the idea that the class-conscious elements of the 
movemeiu must not hinder the movement from 
taking Its oum course; it stands for the idea 
that the Parly is only to heed the spontaneous 
movement and follow in its tail. The theory of 
spontaneity is the iheor)’ of belittling the role 
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of the conscious element in the movement, the 
ideology of 'khvoslisrn—tUe logical basis of a/l 
opportunism.” (J. V. Stalin. Problems of 
Leninism, Moscow 1947, p. 27.) 

Tile R.C, condemned the “khvosiist” mood of 
certain Communists. It recommended that I. as com¬ 
mander of the united detachment, should act with 
a view to the further growih of the detachment and 
take all measures to make it mobile and ready to 
pick up and leave at any moment. 

* * 

On the night of December 21 the detachment 
set out for new positions. With the men all in 
sleighs and the commander.*; on horses, it moved in 
a column. For an hour and a half we kept winding 
through the deep snow. When we had gone a good 
fifteen kilometres from the old camp the guides led 
the head of the column out onto the road and the 
well-fed horses started off for all they were worth. 

The sleighs coming in our direction siverved off 
the road. They probably took us for Mag)’ars. It 
was no joking matter: more than one hundred and 
twenty sleighs dashing down the road, and in them 
men armed ■with rifles, tommy guns and machine 
guns. Besides, about seventy men on horseback. At 
that time neither the enemy nor our friends ever 
dreamed the partisans could move in such a power¬ 
ful column. 
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Under ihc pressure of superior enemy forces 
ue were withdrawing from our old positions, from 
our accuslomcd places, but this withdrawal was at 
the same time a victory for us. 

\^‘’hen we called a hall in the morning, some 
thirty kilometres from our old camp, we heard the 
distant rumble of gunfire. 

I called over Gromenko and Bessarab. “How 
many guns firing?" I asked. 

There were a lot of them. Tlien five bombers 
went over in the direction of the forest, and 
fell the earth shake. The planes Hew over us, but 
the fascist pilots had no way of knowing, of course, 
that it was partisans moving along the road in 
such a column. 

There had been no such partisan detachments 
before. 

I asked Rvanov to give Grwnenko and Bessarab 
the information hroughl in by the scouts. More 
than two thousand llillcrilcs had set out to attack 
our deserted camp. Let them try and catch us 
now... . 

“Do you see now that a withdrawal can be a 
victory too?’’ 

“Ahem, you should have said it before! We’d 
have, CT, got it... 

“The detachment commander isn’t a kolkhoz 
chairman and isn’t obliged to render you an ac¬ 
count, understand?” 
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We made a brief hah in a grove and ale without 
lighting fires. The men gathered around the head¬ 
quarters sleigh and listened in silence to the cre¬ 
scendo of the artillery preparation. 

“Who’s got good eyes?” Popudrenko asked when 
it grew quiet. “Who can see what’s doing there?” 

With a serious mien Vladimir Nikolayevich 
Druzhinin pressed his binoculars to his eyes. 

‘‘They’ve gone into a skirmish line.” he report¬ 
ed without a trace of a smile, as though he really 
saw something. ‘They’re hiding behind trees. Now 
they’re digging in. They’re up. now they’re run- 
ning. they’re crawling. Now they’re down. They 
seem surprised nobody’s answering their fire. An 
insignificant-looking officer is calling over some 
men. Three are crawling up to him. They’re prob¬ 
ably the bravest. He is pointing out somclhin'r to 
them....” 

We could just picture the duped enemy, and 
every word of Druzhinin’s called forth a roar of 
laughter. 

“Tlierc, the Germans are finally in the camp.” 
he went on. “They see the lialf-naked corpses of 
their fellow countrymen tied to trees. In their fury 
they throw grenades into the empty dugouts. Tlie 
enraged officer slaps his scouts on the cheeks and 
then sends them off in all directions. And when 
the Germans get ready to bury their hrolhers-in- 
arms, the ones staring at them with their dead 
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cy05, wlien they start uiityinp tlic bodies from the 
trees, ilic) 11 be blown to pieces bv mines!*' 

^ that was a victory for us. Tlio morn ins of 
December 22 the Hitlerites luirled an entire reci- 
mrnt .ipainsl our abandonee! (hipoijis. Arlillrry. tanks 
ami planes were all brnuplit into action. .\nd tele- 
prams had been sent off to Berlin befor<band an- 
nouncinp the rout of a big detachment of "forest 
bandits.'* 

By noon we were already more than fifty kilo¬ 
metres from the old camp, and we raced into the 
villapes of Maibninya. l..asocliki and Zhuravleva 
Buda. \Tilhout slopping to find out what it was 
all about the inhabitants hid or scxittcrcd into the 
fields and vegetable gardens. The starostas came out 
to meet us and wished ns “Gulen Abend!*' with a 
Ukrainian accent. 

The polizci lined up before ns. Their chiefs 
stretched forward arms with armbands above the 
elbow and together with their subordinates chanted: 

“Hcil Hiller!” 

They were quite surprised, of course, to find 
themselves face to face with partisans. 

When the inhabitants learned the villages had 
been taken by partisans they imnwiidialely returned 
to their homes. The children poured out into the 
streets. The girls dragged their finery out of their 
hope chests. And our boys got out their concer- 
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tinas. Singing and dancing began in the homes and 
out in the streets. 

We had not expected such a reception. It was 
a real holiday both for us and for the peasants. It 
was a long time since we had eaten such delicious 
horshcli and such wonderful cheese dumplings 
served with clotted cream. It was a long time since 
we had enjoyed ourselves so whole-heartedly. And 
although every inhabitant knew that we were sure 
to be followed by the occupants, no one mentioned 
this or even appeared to think about it. 

We did not celebrate long, though. On the very 
next day the peasants saw that the partisans were 
serious folk. We set up positions, sent out pickets 
and began drilling and conducting political talks. 
We remained in those villages two weeks. From 
that new base of ours we carried out several at¬ 
tacks on enemy garrisons in the neighbouring vil¬ 
lages. 

It was from Zhuravleva Buda that on January 3, 
1942, we sent our Brst radiograms, contacting the 
Southwestern Front and Comrade Khrushchov per¬ 
sonally. 

* * * 

What I have now set down in a few words was 
really the result of a big collective effort. 

Where did yvc get our sleighs and horses? How 
did we at last acquire a radio transmitter? 
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In Book One I noted that in their call to the 
population the underground R.C. and liie regional 
headquarters of the partisan movement had advised 
the kolkhozes to distribute the collectively o^\^^ed 
livestock among the peasants and to give their best 
horses to the partisans. Many kolkhozes did just 
that. Knou'ing that the occupants would take the 
best livestock, the chairmen of kolkhozes turned 
over the most spirited, best-fed and strongest 
horses to the partivins. 

Unfortunately, however, the invaders were 
sonictinies quicker th.in wo. While arguments were 
still going on in the detachments about whether 
lliey should be mobile or local, wlielher they 
should have cavalry and baggage trains or limit 
themselves to horses for the scouts, the Germans 
and Magyars were confiscating hundreds of kol- 
klioz horses. 

Of the two hundred-odd horses we possessed by 
the end of December approximately one-half had 
been captured from the enemy. Our booty included 
not only peasant horses but dork-tailed, fat-rum^ed 
Hungarian and German horses. Tliey were pampered 
and capricious, and in the forest they died olT as 
monkeys do in the North. The partisans couldn’t 
stand them, especially because they had to talk to 
them in German or Hungarian. They willingly 
exchanged the well-fed “foreigners” for ordinary 
peasant nags. 
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The other half of our horses we pot from the 
kolkhozes. Our “contractors” rode out to surround¬ 
ing villages in which the fascists had not yet had 
time to settle dowm. For the most part they returned 
to the detachment with sleighs as well as horses. 
Peasants in Yelino and Sofievka started making 
sleighs especially for the partisans. 

Ho^vevcr, there were instances when our men 
encountered unexpected resistance. \^Tio does not 
know the peasant’s attitude toward horses! And now 
he had to part with the very best of them. The ma¬ 
jority of the peasants understood that this was a 
military necessity and that in the hands of the 
partisans the horses would serve the cause of the 
people, but still.. .. 

In the village of Perelyuh the head of the kol¬ 
khoz stables was a man named Nazar Sukhobok. an 
evil-tempered, self-willed fellow. I knew him before 
the war. In fact, almost the regional ofiicials 
who used to visit this district in line of duty knew 
Nazar as a squabbler and a gossipmonger. Many 
even thought he had kulak leanings. 

Indeed, every time regional or district represent¬ 
atives were carrying out some measure or other in 
Perelyub, Nazar Sukhobok was sure to come forth 
with a malicious speech at the meeting. Still, 
he was a good worker and—this was the main 
thing—people respected him and feared his sharp 
tongue. 
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He was close to fifly and for that reason liad 
not l>ccn taken into the army. Balabai*? men made 
their first attempt to pet horses in that kolkhoz 
fjack in November. The ebainnan pave his permis¬ 
sion. and two of the men went to the stables. Na/ar 
met (hem with a string of oaths. K^'hen the parti* 
•^ans l>epan unhitching the horses just the satne, the 

old man let himself 20 in earnest and went at them 

\ 

will) n fliaft. 

“Parlisans—hull!*’ he shouted. “You're just a 
paiif* of deserters and idlers out there in the woods! 
Didn l join the army and now you want to get 
onto the neck of the peasants! Come on. pet going!” 

They retreated before Nazar that time. 

The next time they eame to him w’as at the end 
of Dpeeml>er. The kolkhoz people. Nazar included, 
now know that the partisans were fighting the Ger¬ 
mans in earnest. Just die same Nazar agtiin re- 
fust*d. nlthouph tlii.s tiiiiVhe was approached hv Ba- 
labai himself and five decidedly determined lads. 
And Nazar’s horses, incidentally, were splendid 
ones. 

“Look here, Sukhobok.” Balahai said to him. 
“\^Vve got an order from the chairman, so don’t 
you go stringing us along. I've known you going 
on for ten years. You always did love to cook up 
something. . . . You know me. too. Step aside, now. 
while you’re still in one piece. Take the horses, 
comrades!” 
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Nazar grabbed a shaft to try to frighten them 
off again. But when he saw no one was paying the 
least attention to him he calmed dowm. 

“What am I going to do here in an empty sta¬ 
ble?’^ he muttered. *‘lf you lake the horses take me 
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along with them. I promise.. . 

He did not finish saying what he was going to 
promise. 

Balabai told me afterward that he agreed to 
take Nazar along with them against his better judg¬ 
ment, so sincere and touching had he felt Nazar’s 
mutterings to be. The old man said farewell to his 
family then and there—and there were eight mem¬ 
bers in it—harnessed the horses to sleighs and 
moved off with the partisans to the forest at the head 
of the column. 

I want to note here that Nazar looked after the 
horses in the detachment as zealously as he had in 
the kolkhoz. He also proved to be a brave and 
resourceful soldier. A month later he perished when 
he went lo Perelyub to visit his family. Tlie Hitler¬ 
ites captured him at home during the night. He 
put up a stiff resistance: he managed to bash in 
one Fritz’s head with a stool and to maim two 
others in the legs, dn the end he was overcome and 
was executed that same night. 

And as not infrequently happens, it was only 
after Nazar’s death that we saw the man in his 
true light. His fellow villagers now recalled that 
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Xazar had never deceived anyone. \^Tienever he un- 
<lertook a joh he always compleled it on time. As 
a young soldier in the first imperialist war he had 
won a reputation for bravery. He had never been 
rich. During the long time he had been a hired 
labourer, he was as industrious as ever and obeyed 
his master unqueslioningly; that is why many had 
considered him to have kulak leanings. He bore 
a grudge and l>cgan to go around s;jying that horses 
were better than people. Nar-ar was gentle with 
liorsrs, hut with people he was deliberately sharp 
and rude. 

Tlie memory of himself which Nazar Sukhobok 
from Perelyuh left behind among the partisans was 
a good one. 

Incidentally, in the partisan detachments not 
only every person but almost every object too had 
its own history-, and quite an involved history it 
often was. 

This holds good for the way in which wc ob¬ 
tained our first radio set. Tliere are some who 
will say: “Accident, luck, a happy coincidence.” If 
seems to me that “accident” is like the ball coming 
to the player. 

After we took up our position in the village of 
Zhuravleva Buda scouts reported that there was a 
small partisan detachment coniniandcd by Vorozhey- 
ov on the other side of the Snov River, in Oryol 
Region. Wc had known about the existence of this 
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detachment before. Soon the commander himself and 
his staff called on us. Later we often received such 
partisan guests. Vorozheyev was the first of them. 
He was an excellent conversationalist and boon 
companion, and after dinner he dwell at length 
on the way Alexander Vasilyevich would have 
acted in our place. 

“Alexander Vasilyevich, you know, wouldn’t both¬ 
er with trifles. You know, he’d tackle the main Ger¬ 
man commandant’s oflice in these parts. Alexander 
Vasilyevich would make a bold and proud assault!’’ 

Only after about fifteen minutes did it come out 
that the Alexander Vasilyevich to whom Vorozheyev 
referred so often and with such familiarity was 
none other than the great Field Marshal Suvorov. 

About the doings of his detachment the guest 
spoke mostly in general terms. I had already 
marked up the evening as hopelessly wasted when 
suddenly Vorozheyev told us that in the village of 
Krapivnoye, some thirty-five kilometres away, a 
scout from the Southwestern Front, a captain, had 
been hiding out for more than two weeks now 
with a group of men, a radio transmitter and an 
operator. Vorozheyev even described the house in the 
attic of which the captain had taken refuge against 
the occupants. They were hunting for him, and Vo¬ 
rozheyev thought they had already got on his trail- 

“Have you tried contacting him?” I asked, con¬ 
cealing my excitement. 


205 



lipre was a real chance of finally gelling in 
(ouch wilTi the from and pcrliaps with Uie Cen- 
iral Committee of the Farlv loo. 

“Yes. we’re ne^cr at a loss, you know. I sent a 
few of the boys over, but il turned oul the trans¬ 
mitter doesn’t work. No juice.” 

Talk of the captain soon bored Vorozheyev 
and he began telling anecdotes about Suvorov. 

I excused myself and stepped outside. To make 
a long story short, by morning our boy.s had brought 
Captain Grigorenko. the two soldiers accompanying 
him. tJie operator and the transmitter all to Zhu¬ 
ravleva Buda. 

Captain Grigorenko turned oul to be a close- 
mouthed fellow’. He wasn’t at all sure we were the 
right kind of people. His main argument against 
us was this: 

The command of the front knows notliing about 
the existence of dclaclunonls in these parts. I’m 
under no ohiigalion to liclicvc you.” 

^ou mean to say that if the intelligence serv¬ 
ice of the front has no information about us we aren’t 
n partisan detachment but a mirage? Is that il?” 

“Maybe even somelliing worse Uian a mi¬ 
rage. .. .” 

Meanwhile some lads had been sent oul on a 
new assignment: to get batteries for the transmitter 
at all costs. It took us two days to prevail upon 
Captain Grigorenko to report our existence to the 
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command. We resorted to ever^’thin" from lender 
vords and pure alcohol to flattery and curses. 

“I’d be glad to.” Grigorenko said finally. “But 
you can see for yourselves there’s no juice.” 

He was astounded when we confronted him on 
the spot with about thirty batteries from smashed 
German trucks. Our boys had scoured the locality 
owr a radius of twenty kilometres and loaded up 
their sleigh wth batteries. 

Then the captain demanded we give him special 
quarters and that no one should come within thir¬ 
ty metres of the transmitter wliile he was working. 
We fulfilled all his demands. 

The next time we met, Vorozheyev said bitterly: 

“You made use of my information and got 
Grigorenko away ri^t from under my nose. You 
know. I call that some cheek. Suvorov would never 
have done a thing like that.” 

On January 9, 1942, Grigorenko picked up an 
answer from tlie Southwestern Front. The radio¬ 
gram addressed to me was signed by Nikita Ser¬ 
geyevich Khrushchov and Marshal Timoshenko. 

* * ♦ 

The impression made by the radiogram from 
the Mainland was one of the most powerful we 
experienced in all the time of our partisan life. 

WTiile up until this tinre we had been alone 
and dependent only upon ourselves, now that we 
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Iiad got in touch willi the Red Army and the Cen¬ 
tral Committee of the Parly we became part of 
the common anti-Hitlor front not only morally but 
organir^tionally as well. 

T)je text of my radiogram was as follows: 

“N. S. Khrushchov. 

“Chernigov R.C. carrying on on own territory. 
Detachment of 150 under R.C. Report on results 
of struggle will follow. 

“Fyodorov." 

The reply read: 

“Fyodorov. 

“Convey greetings to men and offieers. Report 
requirements. Vi c await details. 

“Khrushchov. Timoshenko.” 

These few words called forth wild rejoicing in 
all our units. Although we got the radiogram late 
in the evening, hundreds of men came running up 
to headquarters. Togellicr with the partisans came 
civilians—old men and women, young women, boys. 
Many of them didn't even know* what it was all 
about but they couldn’t help being alTeclcd by the 
general mood of rejoicing. 

Incidentally, someone had already managed to 
spread the rumour that Fyodorov had spoken to 
Khrushchov by radio telephone for a whole half- 
hour. There were even “witnesses" who related the 
contents of this imaginary conversation in full detail, 
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The audibility, they declared was bad and Fyodo¬ 
rov had to shout so much he lost his voice. 

Several days later our scouts intercepted an 
amusing document. They caught a messenger on his 
way from the village of Yelino to the district cen¬ 
tre, and in his poucli they found the following 
memorandum from the starosta to the district bur¬ 
gomaster: 

I wish to report tliat on the night of January 9 
there was a great deal of noise and shouting in 
the villages where Fyodorov is now staying, name¬ 
ly. Zliuravleva Buda, Lasochki and Maibutnya. 
Many bonfires were lit. there was a lot of dancing 
and singing, hats were thrown in the air and there 
was also kissing. I took steps to find out the rea¬ 
son. Trustworthy people inform me that Fyodorov 
will receive strong support in amis and also men 
from the front. Planes canning infantry and guns 
ere expected. To mark this occasion the partisans 
were celohrating. Another trustworthy person sup¬ 
plied the information that Fyodorov is in constant 
touch by radio with Stalin and with Khrushchov, 
who promised all this. That person said planes had 
already landed and brought some things. On the 
other hand, no one has seen any planes yet. 

“Hence urgent steps must be taken to surround 
and exterminate these bandits; otherwise it may 
be too late. 
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“Starosta Ivan Klyuv*' 
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At fir^l llii« menuirancium had u$ con^iderablv 
uorried. \o\ikov decided lhal there was a trailer 
among us: one who. moreover, liad aao^ to lijc 
fh la('!nnent lieadquarlers, 

Hut it wasn't, of course, tlial ihc slarosla ha<l 
leeeivcd any st'crel information from our headquar¬ 
ters. TIm' liojies of the parti.saus. voiced loudly at 
meetings and in talks among themselves and with 
ihe peasants, and the great uplift everybody had 
experienced—that is wliat gave the starosla bis 
information. Hiding .«ucb 'information ' was iinpos- 
-slide, and indeed, was it worth while hiding? 

Wlien I reecived the radiogram in replv 1 un¬ 
derlined the words **\\c await details.*’ and in 
my owm radiogram ihe words “Report on results of 
struggle will follow/' These two phrases became 
the subject of an animated discussion first at head- 
quarters and then at a spnial meeting of llit* W.C. 

We had kept some sort of account, but to tell 
the truth, only from lime to time. During llie Po* 
gorcitsy cngagcincnl I assigned hvo men lo count 
the number of Germans killed. However, no count 
at oil was kept during nuiny other engagements. 
W'e kept no account of the materiel captured from 
the enemy, and we probably wouldn’t hove been able 
to say offliand liow many operations our unile-1 
detachment had conducted. As for what each de¬ 
tachment had done in the ‘'pre-historic” period, so 
lo say. most likely no one could remember. 



We hadn t fell ii especially imporlani lo keep 
such an account. The results of the offensive opera¬ 
tions naturally interested ever)-oiie. E\er)oiie want¬ 
ed to know what we had achieved in them. In the 
defensive engagements, which usually broke out 
unexpectedly, we were happy to beat off the ene- 
niy $ attack and simply had no lime to estimate the 
losses We inflicted on him and the number of lii# 
men and officers we killed. 

In short, we had not yet really begun to keep 
an account of Uic captured materiel. Some got called 
clown for tins. At the K.C. ineoling the comrades 
told me a thing or two also. They were right 
when they said that this was the business of the de- 
lac-hmeni headquarters. I attempted to shift some 
of the blame on Rvanov. But it turned out he had 
been trying to establish it on a proper basis for a 
long lime but had received no support from tlie 
commanders. Fyodorov included. 

We admitted our mistakes and resolved to keep 
a scrujMiIous account of the number of Fritzes killed 
and the amount of materiel captured. And in 
order to draw up a record of what had been done 
up until that time, we called In Uie oflicers and in- 
slrucled them to question the men immediately and 
borrow their diaries, in this way collecting all the 
information possible. 

By the evening of January II we had all the 
figures. 
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We approached the matter very cautiously. The 
fipurcs handed in by the officers known to have 
a predilection for boa^tinc were cut. sometimes by 
half. Tnfortunately, wc were able to collect infor¬ 
mation only from the detachments which had joined 
ours. And even after cutting down every figure 
which sccim'tl tlie least bit exaggerated, we were 
*nma 2 cd at the total. 

On Jamiar) \2 we radioed to Comrad«>s> Khru- 
sIk huv and riinoshenko in care of the Southwestern 
I'ront the following siinuu.uy of the combat activ¬ 
ity of the regional ilctachnunl and the detach¬ 
ments which had united with it: 

•in the courM.* ol lour months the partisan forces 
killed (iennans. Wc caiitured rich booty. 

Wc wrecked 29 motor vehicles, including 2 slafT 
cars containing documents, also IB molorcyclca and 
5 ammunition depots; wc captured 100 horses and 
120 saddles; we blew up 6 railway bridges. The 
R.C. printed and distributed 31 leaflets comprising 

a total of 10.000 copies.’' 

We .asked Cximradcs Khrushchov and Timo¬ 
shenko to send us arms. Our modest request was i\» 
follows: 20 trench mortars. 15 heavy and light 
machine guns, 1.000 anti-tank grenades, explosives, 
and tommy guns and as much ammunition lor them 
as possible. 

In reply we received a long congratulatory 
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radiogram in which Comrade Khrushchov promised 
that all our requests would l>e granted. 


* « « 

A much more diihcult job was summarizing 
the activity of the underground groups and individ¬ 
ual underground workers scattered throughout 
Chernigov Region. Wc did not receive bulletins, ac¬ 
counts or monllily reports from them, nor could 
we. About some of them we either knew noth¬ 
ing whatsoever or at anv rate a srreat deal less 
than we did about those groups in to\\'ns and 
villages that had been organized before the occupa¬ 
tion. 

These groups had varied histories. 

Frequently our messenger would find only ashes 
and smoke-blackened bricks where a secret meeting 
place had been. Going to a village to convey an 
R.C. directive to an underground group he mig^tl 
at times fail to find not only the group but the vil- * 
lage itself; the only tenants of the demolished 
houses would be cats, now turned wild. Then our 
messenger would go in search of the underground 
district cori\miltcc. only to learn that the organiza¬ 
tion had fallen through, the secretaries had disap¬ 
peared without a trace and the district committee 
members had long since been captured and executed 
by the Gestapo. 
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Here, read what the German commandant says." 
tie would be told by trust worthy people. And they 
would show him a poster or a Icjllel naming the 
leading Communists of the district and telling when 
and where they were hanged. *'Wc saw the bodies 
ourselves, willi name plates on their chests." 

“But their faces wore hidden bv sicks, weren't 
they?'’ 

*‘\Ve didn't see the faces.” the witnesses wouhl 
ndTriit. 

We were not the least ^urpri«ed when a monlli 
later the ‘‘hangcHl'' secrctirii'S of the district com- 
mittce let us know they were residing and operating 
in another village. Circumstances sometimes forced 
an entire district committee to ah.in lon its district, 
go off deep into the forest and there s4arl ivorking 
all over again. 

This was natural and quite logical. If a traitor 
ga\e away your bases, ineetitig places and the organ¬ 
ization s roll to the fascists it Wf)uld he foolish to 
•wait until they caught you and really took you to 
the gallows. 

Tlie R.C. learned that In the village of Buda or 
the little toivn of Mena, let us say, leaflets appeared 
regularly on the walls of houses and a German 
ammunition depot recently went up in the air. As 
for as we knew there weren't any underground >vork- 
ers in either of these places. Tlial means a ne^v 
group has been organized there. But the messenger 
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we sent returned to tell us that thev were old friends 
who have moved in from the neiirhhoiirins distrirt. 

Ho ^'ever, new underground groups did spring 
up, of course. Let us suppose lhal a small number of 
nien who were in encirclement, or t'sraped war pri- 
soners. find shcLcr in some village. There are sure 
io be energetic men among them. Comnuinisls an<l 
Komsomol members. The>’ want to fight. And they 
recruit supporters in the village, they arm them* 
selves. 

W’e naturally didn’t shy away from such groups. 
On the contrary, wc endeavoured to help thorn by 
word and by deed. We demanded that the Comniu* 
nisls and Komsomol members take the lead and set 
their comrades an inspiring example. 

The most favourable conditions were enjoyed by 
the underground workers in districts where partisan 
detachments operated. It was for this reason that the 
Central Comnittec had recommended beforehand, 
even prior to the occupation, that not only under¬ 
ground Party bodies but also partisan detachments 
be formed. They helped and complemented each 
nthcr. The underground workers obtained weapons 
for the partisans and colIe<*tcd important intelligence 
infonnation for them. And when faced by the threat 
of exposure and arrest they could always lake to the 
woods and stay with the partisans. 

At the beginning of 1942 there were three under¬ 
ground district committees—the Koryukovka. Khol- 
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my and Semyonovka—o|>erating in the forests of 
Klioliny District with the support of the regional 
(letaclnnent. Tlieir secretaries, Korolko\. Kuroclika 
and Tikhono\'sky. and also their members sei^'od in 
the detachment and at Uic same time directed the un- 
(Icrground groups in their districts. 

The untlergroiind workers of these districts car¬ 
ried on a hold, lively and varied activity. 

Underground worker Mal.sko. who really wa.s atj 
excellent rook, managed to pet a joh as chef in the 
Koryukovka restaurant in nhich hnrpomasler Bara¬ 
novsky. Moror. ifie chief of llie district police, and 
the Gennan cotnmandanls dratik and gorged them¬ 
selves almost e\-cry day. They used to call on MaLsko 
to hake and fry and cook for them at home. When in 
tlieir cups these local chiefs hlabl>cd incessantly. 
Mntsko lurked it all away in bis mind, and ns a re¬ 
sult we came to know all ilie plans of the traitors 
and the invaders beforehand. 

Not a single punitive expedition undertaken by 
the Koryukovka pidicc came to us a.s a surprise. In the 
end the partisans killed police chief Moroz himself. 

Our first printshop owed its existence to the 
Kor) ukovkn nmlerground xvorkers. They stole type 
in tlic district centre and turned it over to us. 

In addition to their intelligence and agitational 
work and the collecting of arms for the partisans, 
the memhers of the Koryukovka group succeeded in 
arranging saibstanlial aid for the wives of Reel Annv 
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soldiers and oOicers who had ^''orkcd at the sugar 
refinery before the war. 

This is how they did it: several of the boys, 
dressed as i)easants. would drive up to the market on 
Sunday with about twenty sacks of flour. 

In those days barter had replaced money transac¬ 
tions at the markets. The townsfolk offered bed 
linen, lamps, tables and cliairs, and in e.xchange the 
peasants gave them meat, flour and potatoes. The 
families of factory and office workers still had some 
money: before the men went off to the anny they had 
collected their regular and dismissal pay. and this 
they left with their wives; when tlie refiner)- closed 
down its entire personnel received three months' 
pay, in addition to the current pay. 

As soon as the cartload of flour appeared .it the 
market, customers lined up. But tlie “peasants" an- 
nounced they weren’t taking any articles, that they 
weren’t bartering their flour but selling it. and only 
for Soviet currency. The customers dashed home for 
money. And since the refinery settlement was near 
the market, it was the refinery folk who got back 
first. 

The underground workers sold no more than 
ten kilograms of flour to a person and kept strictly 
to the prewar stale price. A remarkable thing is 
that every lime they did this, the peasants who had 
brought in flour also began selling it for money. A 
rumour immediately went the rounds: “Once they’re 
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taking Soviet monc)’ that m<‘an« it*s curtains for the 
Germans soon/’ 

\\ liere iVn\ llu* iirnUT^rnnixl workers !^el this 

« k 

Ilnur? \l first from tin* (Kirlisan < arlirs, am! then 
from outlying flour mills after doing awav with the 
German guards. 

In the course of Sejitemlx'r. Orlohcr and Novem* 
her PM I the underground woikcrs and partisans of 
Knr)ukn\ka Di^trirl siijiplird the families of serv- 
irerneii with more ihati likono kih'grains of Hour. 
l.6fK) kilograms of meat and other provisions. 

W^itli the eoining of winter these “supply" 
o|HTations iMifortunately had to he slopped. The 
‘blocks nt our eaclu's s’ovc out, and the numl)cr of 
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partisans was grooving steadily. The provisioiw^ we 
captured from the Hitlerites were no longer enough 
(0 feed even ourselves. 

With each passing dav the activities of the 
Komsomol organi/^alion in Kholmy which called 
itself “Thus Life Began" grew more extensive. The 
nine memliers of the eonimittee of this organisation 
—Kolya \ crenicnko. Nastya Re7nichenko, Shurn 
Oineirhenko, Fenva Vnukova. Katva Dvarhenko. 
Ii<mni<l Tkachenko. Fenva Shevtsova, Nadya Galoit* 
skaya and Fedya Rc^niehenko—l>cramr a real head¬ 
quarters of the young undergr<iund woricers, agita¬ 
tors and scouts, 

Tliey printed leallcls containing the Soviet Infor¬ 
mation Bureau bulletins and news of district life 
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with the regularity of a newspaper and faitiifully de- 
li\erod them to specific addM*sse.«. There more 
copies were made by hand atid passed on. In tlic 
course of tlie jtrevioiis hw intnillis llicv liad 
printed and distributed tlious;)nds of surli h-aP.'t- 
newspa|>ers. 

Sixleen-year old Lena Tkachenko, a ninth-grade 
pupil i\ho headed a group of scouts, managed to 
establish a relay system of coinmuiiicalion with us. 
In each village en route to the detachment Lena had 
her boys and girls; wlien they received a message 
they would immediately set out and pass it on to the 
runner in the next village. .All the while we were in 
Kholmy District they knew our whereabouts. 

The latest assignment of the Kholmy Komsomol 
members, set by the Southwestern Front and trans¬ 
mitted through us. wxs to reconnoitre the enemy's 
lines of communication. They coped with this job 
brilliantly too, alUiough there was not a single armv 
man among ilicm. 

During that time the group sent us smeral re¬ 
volvers. about a hundred grenades and thousands 
of rounds of ammunition. At the request of the dis¬ 
trict committee of the Party they dug up four radio 
sets and batteries for them and turned them over 
to the partisan detachtnenls. 

At the beginning of January, Katya Dyachenko 
and Fenya Shevtsova come to the detachment bring¬ 
ing bad nows. Gestapo agents liad got on the trail 
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of ihe group. The youngsters had decided to go ofT 
to the forest for tho time being, but on the way had 
been caught by the police. Kalya and Fenya liad 
escaped. 

A few days later, howe^*'e^. messengers reported 
ihal the others had managed to save themselves. 
Thf^ had been detained not by the district police but 
by the village police, who let ihem ga on the 
condition that tliov return home. Tliev actually did 

• 4 * 

rPttirn lo Klioinn’ and resumed Iheir work. . . . 

In ihe same moiilh of jnnii.irv a yoiinp Commu¬ 
nist named Nasivn Patanok. a veterinarv's assistant 
from the villape of Syadrino who liad not managed 
to evacuate into the Soviet rear, came to us. There 
wore no other Communists in that village. At the 
heginning Nastya did not know anything about the 
existence of an underground organization in the 
district and she operates! on her own. She wrote 
lo.Tflets ])v hand and pasted them up in prominent 
places at niglit. 

Oblivious of the existence of an underground 
Party organization, Nastya signed her leaflets “Dis¬ 
trict Party Committee,” “Rod Partisans.” and “Rod 
Avengers.” She sent notes to traitors threatening 
jMinislunent. To waverers on the ])oinl of joining 
the police force or going to work for the district 
commandant's office. Nastva sent letters in the name 
of the partisans advising thorn to stop and think 
before it was too late. 
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Nastya showed us some of her leaflets. They were 
naive and often unconvincing. One said the fascists 
were fleeing from Kie\’ and Red Annv units were 
approaching Cliemigov. 

“The fascists lie, so I do the same. Only my ly¬ 
ing helps our cause and comes from the bottom of 
my heart.” 

We explained to her that there was no need to 
resort to lying. TTie truth, no matter how bitter it 
might he, always worked for us and against the 
invaders. We gave Nastya se\’cral leaflets for distri¬ 
bution among the population of the villages near 
Syadrino. A short time later slie organized a small 
underground group. 

* * * 

We were told that in the home of an old woman 
on the outskirts of the village of Alexeyevka, in 
Koryukovka District, a Jew who had escaped mi¬ 
raculously from the fascists lay dying of typlius. 
In his delirium he was said to have often repeated 
the naince of Fyodorov, Batyuk and Popudrenko. 

Could that be Yakov Zussermaii? 

I had made inquiries about him a long time be¬ 
fore, immediately after coming to the r^ional de¬ 
tachment. No one knew anything about him. I hod 
since reconciled myself to the thought that he must 
have fallen into the hands of the Hitlerites on his 
way from the Ichnya detachment to the regional de- 
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lacliinciU and been killed. Tins was a very piainful 
iJioujihl uuleed. l)Ut a war was on. after all. and 
rfmn> were rn(v*tin^ their death.... 

One eveninp when matters were not so pressing 1 
look a group of men and logelher with Grornenko. 
the ronunander of Coin pa n> One, set out for Ale- 
xeyevka. wliich lay thirty kilometres from our r^mp. 

The s^'outs wc sent ahead reporle<l there were no 
Cennan.s in the village and the polizri were keeping 
quiet like tile cowards Uiey were. Wc went straight 
to the indicated lioiise. A dim liglit was burning in 
tlie window*. 1 told the men to take up posts around 
tlie house and then 1 kncK*ked. 

riie door was opened by a girl of twelve. Slie 
looked out and planted herself on the doorstep to 
prm’cnt us from entering. 

'‘Grandma Sidorovna's sick/’ the girl said. 
‘'SlieV shaking all over and she told me not to lei 
ail) body in. Who are you? The police*?*’ 

“Were relalives.’* said Gromenko. 

The girl threw him a suspicious glance. 

‘‘Thats not inie. Sidori>\ na hasn't got any rcl* 
alives except mama and me. ^'ou'd heltcr not come 
in. there’s typhus here. My mama left me to take 
care of Grandma Sidoro%'na. I feed her. I cook por¬ 
ridge for her.” 

We went in just the same. The girl followed us 
steadily with her quick, unusual eyes. It was cold 
and dreary in the house. The moon furnished nwre 
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tight in the house tiiaii the lampion. The walls were 
Miioke-staine<I. and the stove had not been white¬ 
washed for a long time. In a dark corner someone 
stirred. A senile voice queried hoars<-ly: 

‘‘Is that you. Nastya?” 

Some men have come, Sidorovna. They say 
liiey’re relatives.” 

“TJiey’re not. Chase them out.” 

Without saying more she turned over with a 
sigh, rustling her straw pallet, and again eitlier 
dozed ofl or else fell into a coma. 

“See?” the girl said. 

“Who else lives here?” And without wailing 
for an answer I sang out in a loud voice: “I am 
r)o<lorov, Alexei Fyodorovich Fyodorov, and my 
comrade here b a partisan too.” 

A pair of thin bare legs promptly su-ung do%vn 
from the stove shelf. 

Oh. it's you! ’ I heard a weak voice say. 
"Alexei Fyodorovich!” 

Ves. it was ^ akov Zusserman. Uie comrade of 
my wanderings. He climbed down from the shelf 
with difncully, and supporting himself against the 
stove with long, weak arms, managed somcliow . 
to creep over to the bench. It was apparent the 
^ho^l_ walk had exhausted him. He gasped for 
breath and smiled a timid shaky smile. His huge 
eyes gazed upon m© with joy. 

I looked at him with involuntary horror. Before 
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me sal an emaciated old man wilh a long beard. 
Aiul Yakov was only twenly-six at the lime. ... 

“Alexei Fyodorovich/* Yakov repeated. “So 
\ou‘re alive. I’d heard tliat. hut 1 didn’t l>elieve it. 
Some <ine came in and said Fyo<lorov wasn’t far 
from here, but Fm very sick and afterwards I 
tliouphl it was my delirium.” 

As we listened to his words Groinenko and 1 
looked at Yakov as one looks at a doomed man. 
with svmpalhy and ill-conecahxJ pity. Yakov must 
liave noticed this. 

“Don’t think Fm dying/’ he said. “I was on the 
point of d(‘ath twice and was almost killed about 
five times, hut now I think I'm getting better. 
'Pyphus. And lliey're so kiml.” he went on. trying 
to say as murh as possible in one breath. “The old 
woman and this girl.” 

He look a few deep breaths, wiped ll»e sweat 
from his face with his sleeve and went on: 

“I swallowed Balyuk's letter. There was nothing 
else to do. I'm very sorry it turned out that way; 
the guilty deser\‘e to l>e punished, but I guess 1 m 
too weak for that.” 

We had brought a little flour, a chunk of salt 
pork and some sugar, of which Kapranov still had 
half a sack in his storehouse. 

Yakov laid out these riches on the bench, stirred 
lii.s hamls and then said with unexpected desire 
in His \’oicc: 
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“May I eat a little now? You laiow the appetite 
one has after typhus. .. 

He sank his teeth into the pork. Tlie paper 
package of sugar he handed to the girl. 

“Here. Nastya dear, tliis is for you. . . 

I asked Yakov, if he had tlie slrengUi. to tell 
us in consecutive order all that had happened to 
him. He began at once. Ever)’ once in a while 
he would catch his breath and get down to the 
pork; then he put it aside again and talked, talked 
and talked.. .. 

Cromenko said he would wait for me out in 
the street. The room was stuffy and had the swee¬ 
tish smell of a poorly-ventilated hospital ward. 
I didn’t feel so well myself. I suggested to Yakov 
that he leave for the camp with me on the spot. 

He shook liis head. “1 don’t think I have the 
right. Now I have to support and nurse this woman 
who’s been so good to me. Don’t go thinking Yakov 
doesn’t want to be a partisan. I want to live so 
that I can avenge the sufferings of the population, 
and my owm too. I don’t believe any longer that 
my wife and son are alive. No. don't try to persuade 
me they are. I’ll be sure to come to you just as 
soon as the old woman gels well. 

“Anyway I haven’t the strength yet to lift a 
rifle, to say nothing of firing it. Now just st.iy and 
listen, if you can. This’ll he a story of such suffer¬ 
ing!” 
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I scu down on a wobbly ftool. I had lo hear 
^;ikr/vs ?lor>. Ilis parrulousjiess irriis'^le^d me, but 
I realized this was a result of his illn(>$s and his 
long' solitude. 

isn t there any danger?*' asked Yakov. ‘ Or 
liave you got a guard? Whv anv more vietirns? H 


you pel eaupiil l>e( ause of me ii‘11 l>e the most aw* 
ful thing in my life. But of course I don't wanl you 
to go. It was like this. Wlien I left the Ichnya do 
taehment I liapju'ruxl to reinetnbiT that Israel Fine- 
st<*in. my wife s uncle, livecl in Koryukovka. lie was 
a harru^ss-inakor at the sugar refmerv. He used to 
eoine lo Nc/Jiin on lus vaealion. and the two of us 
put down a lo| of vodka togelbcr. W’c were gay 
in those <lays. He was the pieture of lioalth and 
ha<l an iron constitution. He was an elderly man. 
Hr d taken part in the October Revolution, Iiad 
seen SIk hors and even helped him by sup[ilying in¬ 
formal i<m. 1 got the crazy i<len in my head tliat 
mavbc my wife had pone to him from Nezhin and 
hadn I b<*cn captured by tlie punitive expedition at 
all. So I turned ofT to Koryukovka. The peasants 
told me there were no Germans Uierc and tlie par¬ 
tisans had the upper hand. That made mo terribly 
Iiappy. But it turned out just the opposite. Actual¬ 
ly the partisans had been forc'od lo retreat under 
pressure of superior forces. There were no fascists 
lliorc, though. They didn t show up for another 
few hours. Maybe they were afraid lo come in right 
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away. There wasn i a soul on ihc strcel—just like 
before a big storm when the lightning’s HasJiing. 

“J went into the drugstore. *]f Israel's still in 
town,’ i liiought. ‘they're sure to know it in the 
drugstore.’ The druggist was a good friend of his. 
But the druggist wasn’t there. “Hide, quick.’ the old 
walchwoman told me. ‘All the Jews are hidin" at 
home, they’re afraid of atrocities.’ ‘\^hat about 
Israel?’ I asked. ‘Do you know anjlhing about him. 
maybe?’ She told me Israel and his wife and kids 
had left for Nraliin. It was just the other way 
around, like in a novel. 

“Just as I was thinking that, motorcycle troops 
came down the street. You know, at that time I 
didn’t have a beard yet. and with my moustache I 
looked more like the Ukrainian ly|>e. I remojirbered 
from Necsliin that the motorcycle troops race along 
to m.ake a lot of noise and scare people, but they 
don’t stop for trifles. So I stepped right out into 
the street again. \^licre should I go? I wondered. 
I went to Israel’s house. It’s right next to the hos¬ 
pital. Are you listening to me, Alexei Fyodorovich, 
or have you gone to sleep already?” 

“You’ll get tired. Yakov.” 1 said. “Eat, and 
don’t hurry.” 

He wiped the sweat from his face again, then 
chewed on the pork for a long lime. Sidorovna 
groaned in her corner. The girl placed a few stick.s 
of wood in the stove and asJeed me for a match. 

J5* 
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I gave her my cigarcUc lighler. When !^he got the 
fire going slu* slrctrlicd out her Imnds toward it 
and slood that way for a long time without looking 
around. 

“The terrible thing is that the landlady's 
caught it from me.” Zusserman said. “She's paying 
a big [>rire for !>eing kind. She's over sixty, and 
what kind of a he.irl can she have! There's notliing 
worse than a bad heart when you have t>'phus. She 
may die. Thai's some sacrifice on her part. But you 
note. /Mexei Fyodorovich, that I warntxl her. Bui 
she said only God knew the answer to such a prob¬ 
lem. If be wanted to lake her soul then it couldn't 
he helped. I’d have gone away, only I couldn't 
move because of the fever.” 

Yakov talked for no less than an hour. He 
didn't omit a single detail. In brief the rest of his 
story is like this: 

The very next day the invaders posted an order 
for all the Jews to gather at an appointed place, 
taking all their valuables with them. A lot of 
troops had arrivr*d. and gelling out of the town 
was extremely difficult. 

The drugstore watchwoman’s sister, who was an 
attendant at the hospital, persuaded Doctor Bezrod- 
ny to let her put ZussejTnan into the hospital. At 
that time he was still entirely well. 

But it so happened that that night the fascists 
decided to inspect the hospital with a view to 
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turning it into an army hospital. They pushed aside 
the man at the door and started going through the 
wards. Zussorman heard them qxiestioning tlie pa¬ 
tients in the neiglihouring ward: 

“\^Tiere are you from? What’s your nationa¬ 
lity?” 

Running away was impossible. The window 
opened onto tlie street, and the door led into the 
corridor, where Hitlerites were milling around. 

“I’d already said goodbye to life for good, be¬ 
cause I knew what appearing for registration meant. 
I quickly ran roy eyes over Batyuk’s letter to 
remember what he %vTOte you and then hurried to 
chew it and swallow it down. I c-hoked over it but 
the Germans didn’t hear. Just then in comes the rel¬ 
ative of the drugstore watrhwoman with another 
attendant and a stretcher. ‘Get on. you’re a dead 
man now!’ they whispered. I did. They covered 
me wth a sheet and carried me past the Germans 
and the policemen. ‘Who’s that?’ I heard a voice 
ask. ‘Just died of typhus,’ one of the womm ans¬ 
wered calmly, just as if she was speaking to some¬ 
body at home. A policeman lifted the sheet. I was 
so pale I must have really looked like a corpse, 
because he said ‘Ah,’ indifferently, and I was 
carried out into the yard. There w'crc soldiers 
there too. The women lugged me into the morgue 
and put me dorni on a slab next to three corpses. 

‘'I lay there quiet as a mouse among those dead 
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men. worse o{T than lliev. I lav there like that 
more than an hour. And for nine davs after that 1 
made a dasli for tlie jiiorjnie and lay dowm there 
in that horrible company ever)' lime Germans came 
near the hospital. Nights I soiimtimcs managed to 
get into louTi and urge tlic Jews to run away instead 
of registering. 

“On Shevchenko Street, in house No. 19. I 
think it was. I found good peojdc. They were in 
touch with one of your (Mrtisans. a girl named 
Manisyn C.htikhno. Slie tol<l me I must have pa* 
lienee. Meanwhile I hcl|)ed her write leaflets. One 
day when 1 came to that house from the morgue af¬ 
ter a nap I found it in ashes. People told me 
the fascists had taken Manisya Chukhno down the 
sirevt together with the Jews. Tlircc hundred 
Jews and the Russian girl Manisya Chukhno 
uere shot. 

“That evening my temperature was thirty-nine. 
I (krided that nothing mattered now. I got the 
courage of desperation. The next morning I went 
openly into town wth a grenade in my pocket and 
my finger on the trigger of my revolver. 

“Right on the outskirts I met two mounted 
poliremcn. I let them como up close the way we 
were taught in the army and then fired ot one of 
them. The other fired at me. He missed. I ran to 
the side and flung my grenade at him. At any rate, 
the horse galloped off without a rider. Maybe the 
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patroinmn jumped off out of fright. I ran out int * 
the field too. No one came af.cr me.” 

Ill and running a fever, Zussennan wandered 
along the road and in the forest without knowing 
where he was going. Finally he lost consciousness 
and collapsed in a ditch. Passing peasant."; put him 
in a cart and look him to their village. he 

came to he was in Sidorovna's cottage. 

“She fed me milk and she fried potatoes tor 
me. And now she's caught it. Ah. Alexei Fyo¬ 
dorovich. I know I'm to blame all around. \^’hen 1 
gel well and join the detachment you’ll give me a 
talking to, or maybe something stronger.” 

He told me the contents of Balyuk's letter. 

“Yasha, that is. Comrade Bat>-uk. dictalexl it in 
front of me, Ilis sister Zhenya took it down. She 
told me it would he l>eller if I could leant it by 
heart, like an actor, but there wasn't time then. 
V^’hile I was on the way I really did try and I nuin- 
aged some of it but not all. Before 1 pot sick I 
knew the beginning like I know the multiplication 
table. Wait a minute, Alexei Fyodorovich, maybe 
I'll recall it.” 

Zussenman closed his eyes and was silent for a 
long while. I sat there in silence too. Tlie girl con¬ 
tinued to stand with her back to us. wanning her 
haJtds over the stove. We could hear her sucking on 
a lump of sugar. Nothing seemed to concern her. 

Zusserman still said nothing. 1 w’as already 





wondering whether he liadn't fallen asleej) when 
sii<ldeiily Nastya tiirnc*!. hastily swallowed her su¬ 
gar and said in a calm, hu'iiicsslike lone: 

"It begins like this: ‘Comrade R.C. secretary, 
our organization is in the embryo stage_’ 

Ziisserman sprang from the bench and slarfxl at 
Nast)a with tinconcealed horror. 

“What?” he exclain:e<l. “How do you know 
it?” 

Nastya immediately saw the reason for his 
fear. 


“I iK-le Yakov.” she said hastily, “youVe for¬ 
gotten. When >ou were sick and thought you were 
going to die you yourself asked me to learn it by 
h<*arl. ^ oil said it out loud so that either I or 
(.randma uould remrmher it and then would try to 
pass It on to this uncle in the detachment.” She 
pointed to me. 

Yakov s.nt doum again and smiled faintly. With 
o sigh of relief Nastya sal down beside him. 

Poor girl, said Zussorman. “You can imagine, 
wiUt two sick people in n row. At least Grandma’s 
quiet, but I was violent.” 

“Just like you were drunk.” Nastya confirmed. 
“Voii wanted to run away, but I put you to bed.” 

“So I rc.id the letter out loud, did I?” 

Yes, you did. And then once you w’cnt on as 
though Uncle Fyodorov was here in the house and 
you read it out loud again. I wanted to write it 
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down bul you wouldn’t let me. you said I was a fool. 
Hut one mustn’t gel angx)' at sick people.” 

“Well, thanks. Nastya, thanks, lliat’s right, it 
does begin like this: 

“ ’Comrade R.C. secretary.’ At first Balyuk dic¬ 
tated your name. Alexei Fyodoro\-ich. but then he 
liad her take down the letter from- the beginning 
again. He said mentioning it was dangerous. ‘Our 
organization is in the embryo stage. So far there 
are twelve Komsomol mo.-nbers and other young 
people in the group. There are older people loo. 
Tliey are all burning with a desire to work. Un¬ 
fortunately we have lost touch with the district 
committee of tlie Party. We take down and distri¬ 
bute Soviet Information Bureau bulletins, print 
leaflets and carry on agitational work—among our 
acquaintances for the time being. We feel this is 
not enough and hope that soon we shall be able to 
do more. We sincerely ask the R.C. of the Party to 
count on us for anything it may need. Only death 
can halt us...” 

Zus-serman fell silent. 

“I don’t know any more by heart. Alexei Fyo¬ 
dorovich.” he confessed. 

“Do you remember what it was about?” 

“Balyuk asked me to tell you that you should 
absolutely lake his physical condition, that is, his 
blindness, into consideration. No, he’s not asking 
for easier work. Just the opposite. He says he’s got 



an advanlage in secret work. Because he's l)lind they 
tliiiik he’s a helpless invalid. ‘Let die R.C. give me 
any assignment.' he s-ii*!. 'I m young and strong 
and I've got stamina.’ *’ 

“But what else was there in the letter? Only 
what you recited and nothing more?’’ 

“Oh. no. Alexei Fyodorovich, of course not! 
There were important questions. It's hard for me 
to recall them but Fll try. Here's one Uiing that 
comes to mirnl, for example. The first question was 
like this. 'I'he Gerrnan.s are letting people go in for 
handirraft in<lu'‘tiy: all kinds of artels—food pro¬ 
duct^. woodworking and things like that. Tlie army 
supply deparlmejit and the commandant’s ofrice 
jiromise onlors. So Batyuk asks if they should 
make use of these worksln)ps. Ho himself wants to 
organize an artel so as to group his |>enple around 
it. Would that be the right tiling to do? Especially 
hwause after all they'd have to turn something 
out and hand it over to the Germans.” 

“In other words, should legal forms bo used 
for rallying our supporters? Is that right?” 

“Exactly. Then there's another question. Tliey. 
that is. Balyuk’s group, could carry out terrorist 
acts against the commandant, the burgomaster and 
other German henchmen. But Batyuk s»aid in his 
letter there were comrades who objected to this. 
They pointed out that Marxisls-Leninists are against 
personal terror.” 
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“Individual, you mean?” 

“Yes. that's right, that was the word. And at the 
end Bat)iik again says that he's waiting for your 
instructions. Thc>’’ll do everMhing the Party orders 
them to.” 

The old woman stirred in her corner, 

“Water. Nastya dear.” she whispered. Nastya 
jumped up and handed her a cup. After swallowing 
noisily a few times the old woman muttered in a 
fairly loud voice: 

“Third lime you’ve woken me up. Is tliat pro¬ 
per? Let me die in peace at least. .. 

“Forgive us. Grandma.” I said. “W'e’re leaving 
right away. Maybe you’ll come with us after all. 
Yakov, eh?” 1 proposed again. “It's not bad at our 
place. Wc’rc staying in a village. Our feldsher’s 
got a whole cottage. WTien you get well we’ll fight 
the enemy together. For we may pick up and leave 
one of these da)-s—and then just try and find us.” 

“I really do want |o, that’s my dreaiii, but 
you understand. .. He nodded toward the cor¬ 
ner where the old woman lay. 

She could not have seen his nod but she guessed 
what we were talking about. 

“Co, go, Yakov. You’%e lain around here enough. 
Go off with the partisans. Take him, chief, wo 
haven’t got anything to eat ourselves.” After these 
rude-sounding words the old woman added in the 
same tone of voice, “Only you have to wrap him 
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up. His coal’s loo thin. Yakov’U calch cold in the 
frost.” 

I said J had a long sheepskin coat in my 
sleigh. 

“Then go. and God be with you. Give him his 
cannon. Nastya. It's Avrapped in a rag behind 
the icon of the Clicrnigov Virgin.” 

The girl brought a pislol from a dark corner, 
handed it to Zusserman and helped him put on 
his coal. He punt'd down his garrison cap with 
trembling hands and took several steps loAvard the 
old woman. 

“Don't eoine close, no nre<l to.” she warned Kim, 

‘‘Praskovva Sidorovna!” Yakov exclaimed. 

4 

“You've l>ecn a mother to me! I'll never forget—” 

“All right, Yakov.” answered the old woman. 
“I'm not your mother and you're not my son. I 
did Avhat I could. But not for you—for our coun¬ 
try it was. Keep well, tlon’t fall ill. and if you 
fight the Germans let them have a bullet apiece 
for me and for Nastva.” 

The girl came outside too to help us get Zus¬ 
serman into the sleigh. But the men came up. and 
she stood silently on the steps, shivering in her 
shawl. 

“Goodbye, sister of mercy.” 1 said. 

“Goodbye. Nastya dear, thanks again. And if 
Ave meet again AvhateA'er I haA'e is yours!” Zusser¬ 
man said Avith feeling. 





Nastya sliook hands ceremoniously with Yakov, 
myself and all my companions. Then she said 
softly: 

‘’Uncle Fyodorov. .. 

“Speak up, speak up,” Zusserman said encour¬ 
agingly. 

‘*You’re in the woods.... If you only can 
send Grandma in a little firewood. ‘If only,’ slie 
says, ‘we could luve it warm once before I 
die.’ I’d go myself but it’s not good to leave her 
alone.” 

I promised to send some firewood the very 
next day, of course. But it so happened that the 
next morning the occupants went at us hot and 
heavy. We fought them till late at night. The day 
after was a very tense one too. I was able to 
send some men with firewood only two days later. 
Besides the wood the men took her half a sack 
of Hour, some rusks and some meat. 

On their return they reported that the old 
woman had died and her house was boarded up. 

And so I never liad a chance to see her, 1 
had only heard her hoarse senile voice. I -was 
terribly consrienre-stricken at not having carried 
out her last wish on time. 

* * * 

Batyuk’s letter reached me two months after 
it was written, and even then it wasn’t the letter 
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ilst'lf hilt a rccilal of its contents. had hap- 

penr<l in Nczhin during tins time? Was llie group 
organized by this brave and gifted blind man 
still operating? Was he still pondering over the 
questions he had asked the Mvretary of the R.C. 
of the Party to answer? And, finallv. was he still 
abve at all? 

Neither I nor the other U.C. ineinbers knew. 

If we answered UatNuk tculay and gave him 
rlear instructions when would he receive our ans¬ 
wer? We didn’t have cilhc-r telephone, radio or 
ntail service. Our messenger couldn't pel to him 
either by train, nul.'inohile or on horseback. He 
wojild have to po on fooL and not so much po 
as make his way, risking his life at every step. 

For this reason our underground R.C. wasn’t 
always able to give operative guidance, that is. 
react quickly to events in remote districts, furnish 
advice, men or arms in pood time. W’e ourselves. 

with the regional detachment, were forced 
to change our whereabouts from lime to time. 
Messengers from district committees went to Rci- 
mcnUirovka and some even to Gulino. only to find 
traces of our h.iving l>een there and nothing 
more—deserted dugouls. empty cartridges and Cer* 
man corpses. Some messengers gave up their 
search for us as hopeless and returned; the 
more persistent questioned the peasants about 
where wc were, but as the reader already 
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knows, the peasants did not supply such Infor¬ 
mation very willingly. 

Only at the beginning of Januar>'. after a 
three months’ absence, did Kuzma Kulko return 
from Yablunovka District. He reported that Com¬ 
rade Boiko, an underground worker appointed by 
the R.C.. was heading a small group of Commu¬ 
nists and Komsomol members in the district. They 
printed leaflets on a hectograph and dislrihuted 
them, conducted oral propaganda amojig the peas¬ 
antry, and regularly cut the telephone and tele¬ 
graph wires between Yablunovka and Piryatin. 
The group had pul to death two starostas who 
were traitors. Just recently someone had informed 
on Comrade Boiko, and the Germans had arrested 
him. He managed to escape but they caught up 
with him in the forest and shot him on the spot. 

Now a rnndidate-member of the Parly named 
Zlcnko was head of the Yablunovka primary or¬ 
ganization. The group was small and was hav¬ 
ing a hard lime. Its activity was limited at the 
lime to tuning in on the radio and putting out 
ieaflels containing Soviet Information Bureau bul¬ 
letins. It was hard for the comrades not only 
bccau.se the Germans and the police were after 
them hut also because there were many out-of- 
towners in the group. 

‘They want to know this.” Kulko said in his 
report to the R.C. “How can they earn a liveli- 
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Iio(k1? The partisans can capture supplies from 
ihc CtTinans. But the underground Avorker, if l»c 
docsn'l have a little plot of land or a craft —what 
can lie do? He has to po to work. But where is 
there work nowadays? It'd l»e all right on a sov- 
klioz or in a factory, where there's a chance to 
conduct apit.ition. to explain the real situation to 
the masses, to po in for sahol.ape. and so on. But 
the irouhle is no factories or mills are working 
in Yahlunovka. The Germans closed down the 
<iovkhozes too. Thev've turned the kolkhozes into 
comimiiu's consi-itinp of ten fan ilies each, and they 
only lake in local folk. So what's to Iw done?” 

“What did you advise them?” 

“There's only one way out—and that's help 
from the people. Like the way you pel food on 
a journey: either you bep your way or else you 
take advantage of the pcncrosity and hospitality 
of the peasants. Only remember, it's one thing 
when a man’s passing through a place and another 
when he’s settled doism lo slay.” 

Incidentally. Kulko had changed greatly by 
this time; he had lost weight and gro^vn coarse. 
Now he smoked a lot. and since he was a guest 
it was not polite to refuse him; he smoked up 
my ration for two days while he was making his 
report. 

A few days later Kulko went off on another 
liaison assignment. Zussennan went >nth him. 
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lliough he hod barely got on his feel, lie hinioclf 
volunteered to go to Xezhin, pointing out that no 
one knew the road better than he. At first I hesi¬ 
tated. but he persuaded me. It was indeed easier 
for him to locate Balyuk's group than for anyone 
else. 

I let Ziisserman go with a heavy heart. But 
he was in good spirits, seemed fit and was very 
eager to set out on the assignment. 

At the beginning of January, after wandering 
about a long time. Sawa Grishchenko, a member 
of the Oster underground district committee of the 
Parly, stumbled on a picket of the regional detach¬ 
ment. He was worn out, ragged and hungry. Bui 
wlien he learned the underground R.C. was Avith 
the deLichmcnt he immediately brightened up. 
Food was brought to headquarters for him, and 
he told Ids story while he ate. 

Grishchenko described the difficult position of 
the Oster untlerground district committee. A par- 
tisati detachment had been organized in the dis¬ 
trict before it was occupied. It helped Red Army 
units emerge from the encirclement but then was 
unable to make its way back into occupied terri¬ 
tory. Most of the comrades went off with ouf 
troops. Only a small group, headed by the dis¬ 
trict committee secretar)', Glushko. cro6se<l the 
frontline and returned to the Oster Avoods. 
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riicrc llioy learned tlial the location of the 
frind caches and the secret store of weapons had 
heen hetrayed to tiie police h\ a Irnek driver who 
In.d turned traitor. This made it impossible to 
form a new partisan detachment, and the district 
coinmitlee directed all its efforts to building up 
rural underground groups. It set up six groups, 
ear!) consisting of four to eight inem}>ers. These 
gr(m|ts copied out Soviet Information Bureau bill- 
h'tin.s by liaiul and di'tribiited them. Actually, 
lli'v were the core of a future partisan detach- 
ineiil. I hey foraiietl for arms in tlu- woods and 
in tin* (ieltls. 'I hey already had twenty boxes of 
"rc'iiades. more tlian one liiindred rifles, two 
hainl marlline guns ami mare tlian ten thousand 
rouinl.s of ainmimition at their cmiimon forest 
depot. 

“Ah. comrades.'’ Grishchenko said, “if we knew 
for sure that the R.C. was carrying on os before, 
how imirh easier it would have made our work!" 

“Why?” asked Bopudrenko. “How could wc 
I'.cve helped you?” 

“Is hel(> everything? Look, you've just told 
me you got a message from Comrade Khrushchov. 
But so far you haven't received any help either, 
have you? It's the same with us Communists in 
the districts—it's very important for us to know 
ilinl the B.C. exists. Why. you must see that your¬ 
self. don't you. Nikolai Nikitich?” 




“And you really didn't hear a tijin" about 
our detachment?” 

“We did. In fact, we heard about two big 
detachments. Orlenko s and Fyodorov's.* As for 
ll>e R.C.. we last received a directive from it hark 
in November.” 

“Did the directive conte in liandy. was it what 
you needed?” 

“A lot of new things have cropped up since 
then. For instance, there are Communists and Kom¬ 
somol members in the district who don't belong 
to any groups. Some of them have registered with 
the police. Those who did tlii-s voluntarily are cmv- 
ards and traitors; but there are some who just 
couldn’t help registering.” 

“Well. look here, nothing could ever force me 
to register!” Druzliinin exclaimed indignantly. 

“The same with me—in our ease it's diffeient.” 
Grishchenko protested. “But take the following case. 
Remember the mechanic at the Chervonoar- 
meyets Kolkhoz? You ought to remember him— 
Nikanor Stepanovich Gorbach. An A1 mechanic. 
He made an appeal last year through the regional 
newspaper from the pre-schedule repair of farm 
machines for spring sowing. His picture was on the 

* On more than one occasion I heard that there 
were two dctachnieiiCs operating in the region, Orlenko’s 
and Fyodorov’s. It was nol in our inlercsu to deny this 
rumour—/fn/Zior's nore. 
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front page—with a moustache, a pipe in his mouth 
arul a hig mole near his nose. Tlial’s the man. A 
1 andidatc-menihcr of the Party. Rut lire main thing 
is he's known cvory\%ljero for his skill. And Ho 
sides being a nwhanic he s a bla< ksnilth and a lur* 
ncr, a sclf*lauglu eraflsinan. He knows tractors in¬ 
side out. and he can fix any motor, any machine. 
A I>orn niohanic. Maiiy’s the lime the inaclunc 
and tractor station a.sked him to come and work 
for it. hut he wouldn't go. He liked liis village; 
he had becluves tlu're. And the main tiling was 
lie loved tlie kolkhoz and was proud of it. A real 
So\irt mam anyhudy would say, and then he goes 
and registers/’ 

"‘1 hat means al heart he wasn't that. You Com* 
munists of the district failed to sec he was a kulak 
al heart.'' 

‘‘That’s not ii at all. Alexei Fvodorovieh. He 

4 

oven shaved olT his moustache and wanted to have 
liis mole removed to disguise himself. But nothing 
ran help him, the same way it can't help you, say, 
or Nikolai Nikitich either. Once the people know o 
man, that's all there is to it! No matter what you 
pul on they'll always recognize some part of you, 
I, for instance, would rememlx'r Nikolai Nikitich's 
nose, if you'll p.irdon my sapng so, and you his 
cars. If one doesn't recognize you then another 
will. Besides, you can always tell an old blacksmith 
by bis hands. Right? 





*‘Nikanor Stepanovich didn't want to evacuate 
into the interior. Said hc*d rather he a partisan. 
But we had to return from the woods, as I already 
said, told Iiim that since he was in the public 
eye we’d send him to some remote village. He didn't 
argue. He picked up his old woman and went ofl 
to live with relatives in Zelyonaya Buda. They took 
him in, of course. .In the kolkhoz, or the associa¬ 
tion. as they call it now. they were simply overjoyed 
at having him. \^'ihat did that mean? That tlicy'd 
rccogjiized him. of course. But then he told them 
he couldn’t work. He bandaged up his hand on 
purpose. ‘That's nothing, you'll get well.’ they said 
to him. He let us know he wanted leaflets. ‘There 
are pood folk here.’ he said. ‘And if you need it. 
I have a big cellar that’ll do for a prinlshop.’ When 
he met one of our men he suggested they bring 
him the printing press from the woods piccemral. 
He’d figure out how to make it work. The press, 
by the way. was intact. When the police raided 
the caches they only damaged it a bit. They threw 
rocks at it. 

“To make a long story short, just at that lime 
we learned he’d registered. He went to the police 
and said he was a candidate-member of the Parly 
and signed a statement saying he gave up all re¬ 
sistance. And according to the rules, he promised 
to inform them about everything he learned. 

“Wien we heard all this we fell pretty bad. 



\\‘Iio:n could you believe then, if not a man like 
(hai. one of (lie mo?i devoted kolkhcp? men. so to 
s'ly. and a u:eiiilior of the board! It (urned out we 
bad to lake revenue on him, we had to kill him. 
After all. Nikanor Stepanovich know the addresses 
of the meolinp places. Divides ihc niornbers of the 
district committee he knew the relatives of all ihe 
mcinlxTS. Suppose ho took it iiilo his head to do 
what ho promised the (^enn^ans in that slatcmonl? 

‘ Ihit none of ns wanted to kill him. We couldn't 
conceive of his lirinp a traitor. And naturally ho 
\\i\<n I. He mine and hunted us up of his own 
free will and explained it all. Bnl we expelled liiin 
from the Party, We refused to recognize him as 
one of ns. 

How <lid all this happeti, you ask? One day 
the l>andwirlschaft'ifiihrer and a fellow who used 
to work in the district land department—now he's 
fixed himself up in the economic conimandanl’s of* 
fioe -came to see him. 'Yoirrc so and so, aren't 
you?' they say. He tries to deny it hul that fellow 
krmws him hy sight, it turns out. ‘You shaved off 
your moustache; he says. ‘Well,' says Nikanor Ste¬ 
panovich. 'you've pot me there.' 

“They pul him in their carriage and take him 
to a thrc*shing floor thirty kilometres away. There 
him to repair llie slationary enjrine at 
once. They'd started lhreshin«r. A German soldier— 
be was a mechanic loo—is poking around the 
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gine but it seem> lie HoeMi t know ibe workings 
of our machine. He c^n't do a thing with it. Nika- 
nor Sl<‘panovich points to his hand to show ihejij 
he can t work. They ?ay he doesn't have to do 
anything himself. All he has to do is tell them. 

‘‘And can you iniairine. tlie old fellow got car¬ 
ried away, ‘I don't understand hoiv it happened my¬ 
self.’ he said later. 1 kept saying to myself, 

you bald-headed devil, don‘t you do anything. Tlun 
fuss around the machine this w'ay and that way but 
they can’t get anpvhcrc. Then they start making 
fun of me: ho>v come a famous mechanic like you 
and you canT fix it cither, the)* soy. I couldn't stand 
it and I played right into tlicir hands; or maybe 
it was I wanted to show the Germans who was 
better. My hands reached out by themselves, so to 
say. and liefore I knew it the machine was going. 
Think what you want of me/ he says. T was never 
an underground worker Ixrfore in my life, but I ve 
been handling machines more than ibirly years.’ 

“After that matter of the engine they loll him 
the occupation authorities know he's a Communist 
but that <jk>esr/t count, all he has to do is register. 
They take him to Uic police station. And there ho 
signs that paper I told you about, A couple of days 
later he comes to us and asks us to consider it all 
a trick, and says he hates the fascists and is ready 
to give his life for our cause. So you see, comrades, 
how it turns out sometimes. 
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Kni tiKil s a rare rase, after all." uo prol^tcd. 

l acli ca^e 15 rare in it5 out, ua%. A certair, 

comrade, also a new Party nun,her. a s, hoolleacher 

ooks us up and says. I m.y Ik- ;ruittv. I may not 

l.e wortl.y of luMnn- ealKuI a Party me.nlKT. l.ut 

don t let me slop l>einir called a human liein*». Give 

0.0 an assipunont. try me out. I confess that the 

ohole picture of the retreat crushed mv spirit at 

the he.nnn,np. and I lost my head. Hut when I 

thought >t over, when I saw the stren-th of the pco- 

I'los spirit. I reahred death wa.s better than this 
sorj of life." 

‘■We told him to pet the lay of the land on the 
railway. I-or some wrecking work, we said, although 
"c had nothing to do sucl, uork with An,| so we 
sent him to the station, ul.ich ^vas under a very 
heavy guanl. Just think, he crauled under tho 
harluNl wire at niglit ami afl<-rwards drew us a dc 
tailed map of where the sentries stood, where the 
shells were stored... . We fell sorry for Die man- 
all Uiat crawling for nothing. No, after all. ymi 
cant go calling everybody a rat just I)ccause In¬ 
got .^are<| once. As time goes on more and more 
people like that schoolteacher will come over to us." 

‘‘Hut what about the mechanic?" asked Dm- 
zhmin. whose inler.'st had been aroused. “So you 
cxpcl^d liim from the Party arid drove him away?" 

"Tlie old man’.s taken to drink. It's just terrible 
ll.c way he’s drinking. He’s set up a still and makes 
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TC^\ 100 proof stuff. And he's learned how to get 
the rawness out of it. Vi hen you ad l a little water 
Jt s just as good os Moscow Extra Refined/* 

‘’So you’ve tried it, eh?*’ Popudrenko j)ul in 
Vfith a laugh. ‘‘And yet you say you have nolliing 
to do loth the old inan. U appears he's still useful 
to you in some ways, doesn’t it?” 

We joked a hit but the questions raised by 
Grishchenko, and before that in Balyuk’s Idler and 
in Kulko’s report, ivere without any doubt serious 
questions which agitated the minds of all under* 
ground workers. 

Indeed, just who were the rank«and-file under¬ 
ground workers in tlie Patriotic \^ar? \^'hat were 
they supposed to do? \^’hom might they accept into 
their groups? Should they become professionals, . 
that is, devote themselves exclusively to under* 
ground activity? \XTiat material conditions did they 
have for this? 

In the towns the underground groups were 
mnde up of factory workers and ofiicc employees, 
students of higher scliools and schoolchildren. In 
the rural areas they consisted of kolkhoz mcmlicrs, 
workers of machine and tractor stations and sov¬ 
khozes. doctors and schoolteachers, and schoolchil¬ 
dren too. The groups were headed by comrades 
sent by the R.C. or the district committees. 

Practically nobody had any experience in un¬ 
derground work, except for older men who were 



I’.irU inonilicrs before Uie RevoliMion or were Civ¬ 
il War xeteraii's. Hui in ihr first plarc tliev urre 
ju>l a hatiilfiil. aiul sccontilv Irie cotulilions 

ill tlic underground hal little in eonimoii \»itli the 
conditions iin<ier uliich these comrades once worked. 

I imagine l>at>uks question as to whether thev 
shoiihl go in for tenori.sl acts was suggeslGl to him 
by one of the oliler ))eo[>le. 

lo get do^\n to it. were we figliting to overthrow 
a social sNsteni? I he Gi'rman invaders hadn't in¬ 
troduce t (lie hoiirgiMiis system in the oeeiqiied 
I'kraine. nor could they introduce it. allhougli of 
course thev were trying to. All iliey had succeeded 
in^toing was tH-oupying icrrilor\. and at that only 
temporarily. The war was still going on. Tlie fas- 
rist.s were figliting not only the Red Army hut the 
entire Soviet people. \\ o }Mirlisaiis and uii<iergrourid 
workers were all soldiers. We were fighting. 
iiig out rommandaiits. I^ndwirt-. Gruppon- and 
all other kinds of fiihrers was our duty ns soldiers. 
>\'n.s willing out traitors U> the people—starosla-s, 
hurgoina.sters and pof/icf—was that terrorism? 
Those dregs of hunianily were criminals whom we 
were putting to death according to the laws of our 
<‘Oiintry* 

The undergrouml workers in the Patriotic War 
were parlisan.s just like the rr^t. This division into 
partisans and underground workers meant simply 
that the former lived and operated in sizable mill- 
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Jary groups, while the latter had to live separately 
and operate more secretly. 

The Soviet people in occupied territory knew 
very well %s'ho tlieir enemies were. Even the most 
backward peasants couldn’t, of course, take seriously 
the attempts of tlie Hitlerites to put tliems-elves up 
as “liberators.” There was only one thing the Hit* 
lerites did succeed in doing, and tliat was to im¬ 
press a con.sidcral>lc part of the population in the 
occupied countries with an exaggerated idea of their 
strength. 

This they managed to do to a greater degree in 
the countries of Westeni Europe than in the oc¬ 
cupied districts of the Soviet Union. But it must 
be confessed there were people, especially during 
the first year of the war, who liad too high an 
opinion of the enemy's strength and clearly un¬ 
derestimated their own strength. 

We paid very dearly for liiis horrible mistake. 

The resistance of our men and women who re¬ 
mained on occupied territory' would have been 
many times greater if they had known the entire 
truth about the fascists at that time, if they had 
knowTi, at least, that already in the first year of 
the war there were more dead Hitlerites in the 
Ukraine than live ones. 

Hence the main task of the underground work¬ 
ers, that is to say, the Communists and Komsomol 
members who had not gone off to the woods but 
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hnfl h(vn h fl h\ ilir towus 4in(l was to 

(hr frt/fh. 

\>\ IcMin^ llio populaUon \hc tc.\\ sitiinUon at 
I ho front''. |)v roiiularU (li>tril>utins So\ iet Infnr- 
iii.!lii>n nnro.ui l>ullc'tin>. I>y i^xposinp tho tarijcal 
tiKiiioriivrC' of ihe occtipaiil?, <url) a* llicir land laws, 
lliiir playiii” al Ixiii" ‘'frionds of froc Ukraine" 
Jlicir nalioiiali'tir [)ropaaaiKla and iheir oilier 
mnvo<. llie miderproiiiid workers raise f. the people's 
^[lirit .and liol|)e<l littili] up paiii<an ro,«erx'es. 

Tlie im<lerjj:roun<l workers in the towns and 
lill.iprji had to do evcr>lhin^ in their power to 
prevent faseisl laws, orders aiul instructions from 
l’ein<T cariie.l into elTeti; they had to plan acts of 
saholape at the factories and in the agricultural 
associations: they hail to expose traitors; lliey had 
to colleel arms and ammunition aiH turn them 
over to the partisan dclarhmenLs: they had to carrv 

• f 

on intelligence work for the hea'Fquarlers of par¬ 
tisan dctnrhnienLs and for the Ue<l Army. 

I would harilly he able, though, to enumerate 
here all the rlulies of the underground fighter. His 
rights and his concrete opporltinilics were quite 
nnoilicr matter: they were much more liniited. Our 
reply to the underground workers of Yahlunovka 
as to how to make a living could only he: Seek 
work, comrades, and don’t look down on any kind 
of joh. Lead llic same sort of life as the people, 
always he with the people. If need be, become 
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hired labourers for ihe nc'\Iy-baked kulaks and 
landlords, join artels, go to work on the railway or 
in tlie Hitlerite administrative and eeonomic insti¬ 
tutions—we liave to have our own people ever\- 
where if we want to blow up the German oecupalioii 
machine from within. But remember. > ou may go 
to such places only if the Party assigns you. 

As for those Communists and Konvsomol mem¬ 
bers who out of fright or because of some kind of 
“personal reasons” registered with the Germans 
and went to work for them, there can be no jus¬ 
tification for them and never will be. No matter 
how likeable the mechanic Nikanor Gorbaclr was. 
the Osier Parly organization did quite right in re¬ 
fusing to consider him a Communist. The school¬ 
teacher whom Grishchenko told us about also had 
to be expelled from the Parly at once. 

There was only one way for them to rodeem 
themselves in the eyes of the peojile, and that was 
by joining a partisan detachment. As for reinstate¬ 
ment in the Party, they should not even dream 
of that for llie time being. 

« * * 

\^'1hy sucli strictness? Uie reader will ask. After 
all, both Nikanor Gorbach ahd that schoolteacher 
who admitted he had been lacking in courage came 
to the district Party committee of their own accord 
to confess their guilt. After all, they had wavered 
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for only a nioincnl. Should iUcy he considered 
I raitors ? 

If they \>oro irailors they uould ha\o hcca shot. 
The qucilion of nllouinji them to hfrhl in the ranks 
of the partisans uoohi r»Oi have come up, then. As 
for the men ahmil uhorn (^risli< henko told us. we 
not only eon firmed their e\piil>ion from the Parly 
out asked llie district commitu^e to make as [uihlic 
as [iossil)le the fart they had heen e\|)elled, A tlom- 
inunivi may not strike a harpain with his eon- 
srienee. \ot for a moment has he ilie right to forget 
that the people sec in him a rej)rcsentative of the 
Party at the helm. 

I he fasoist5 ma<le a hig show about registering 
(.otninunists. They posted large signs saying ‘*Reg* 
istralion of lhirt\ and Komsomol Members Here/* 
The purpose, however, wa.s not to list the Commu- 
nisl.s. Only a handful came to register. The fascists 
naturally knew that only traitors and the faint- 
hearte<l would come, and that tlieso weron*t danger¬ 
ous anyway. There was quite a different purpose: 
it was an atlem|)l to strike at the Comnninist 
Party's authority among the people. 

Later on tlie nieclianic Nikanor Gorbaeh did 
prove that not only wasn’t he a traitor but that he 
was even a brave man. Me joined the detachment 
anti despite )us advanced years acquitted himself 
well in action. Me told us later how hi.< toucliod 
pride would not let him bow to the German me- 



chanic. His professional pride as a meclianic, it 
turned out, had been stronger than his pride as a 
patriot and a Communist, 

But nliat the people prized inosl highly in those 
days uas the indomitsible civic pride of the Soviet 
man. How couLct we forgive a Coninuinist even the 
slightest wavering toward the side of llie Hitleriti^ 
when hundreds and tliousands of nameless heroes, 
workers and peasants who were not Parlv memberSt 
went to their death simply to show their scorn for 
the invader? 

In kolkhoz cottager, at the aslics of burnt-down 
villages and around jiarlUan campfires one could 
hear the deeds of Uiese heroes rwounlodL 1 havo 
nolico<l, incidentally, that the people dearly love 
to hear stories about selfless courage, stories about 
men and w'omen who meel their end with a supreme 
scorn for d^th. stories about what Maxim Gorky 
called the madness of the brave, llie i>ec)ple told 
sucli stories over and over agabn built them up, 
pasMHl tlicm on from mouth to mouth. 

Tliere was, for example, the story of old man 
Mefodycvich of Orlovka. I m)se)f heard tills story 
no less than ten times. It is based on an actual 
case which took place at the beginning of 1912. 
Mefodyevich's last name, how'ever. I never did 
find out. 

Once three of our scouts, Komsomol members 
Motya Zozulya, Klava Nfarkox'a and Andrei Va* 
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>ct oul on a lour of soaic villages to col* 
li'ct inforiiKilion the command nec(K<l. Witli them 
lnr\ had about five hundred leaflels. some of wlueli 
iJn v were to scatter on the wav an<l the rest hand 
over to truslworlliy people for distribution. 

In the big village of Orlov ka they walked down 
llie street—two ordinary peasant girls aJul a >oung 
lad. The) met old men an f women, ami girls and 
fellows just like ihem-elvcs. The srouls greeted 
lliem, asked the way to the Hour mill and incoii- 
>})i<*uous!y thrust little squares of paj>er into their 
hands. 

W hen they askc<l how for from there the Ger* 
mans \v<“re ilioy were iol<l tlml everything was all 
right, tliat tlioso ficiuls h:uin‘t been around for a 
long time. 

Just nl that moment sever.il Inicks filled with 
German soldiers hurst into the village with the 
s|»cc<l of fire engines. Our trio of scouts couldn’t 
run away. If they tried they would l>e sure to at¬ 
tract general attention, and tlicn.- of course, the 
(iemians would start out after them. They con¬ 
tinued strolling dowTi the street, hoping the 
fascists would take them for ordinary peaceful 
villagers. 

But tJie German soldiers hcJiavod very strange¬ 
ly. They sprang out of Uie trucks, scattered to all 
sides, grahhed whomever ihc)’ could lay hands 
on—old men, old women, youngsters—herded them 
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lo the trucks and with their rifle butts forced tJiem 
to climb in. They didn't search anv bod). didn't ask 
any questions or give any explanations. hen they 
had filled the trucks they set out at full spee<l in 
the direction of the town of Kholmy. the district 
centre. 

The scouts landed in the last truck, in which 
about hventy-five pale and frightened villagers stoo<l 
holding on to one another. At first they only ex¬ 
changed glances: but after about five minutes they 
l>cgan whispering, “V^'hat can it mean?” “Where 
are they taking us?” “Why did they grab just any¬ 
body?” 

They were tossed from side to side in the speeding 
trucks; they fell against one another; they were 
flung lo the floor. Girls shrieked, old women 
complained. 

“Nadya, stop bumping into me so liard!” a 
woman cried. “You know I’ve got a bad knee, you 
devil.” 

“Never mind, women, get used to it,” came a 
cracked old man’s voice. “Be thankful they’re not 
collecting fare for the trip. You used to have to 
shell out thirty rubles to gel to Kholmy, but our 
German benefactors are delivering us to the noose 
at their own expense... .” 

“There, our actor’s started off again,” a woinaii’s 
voice responded, “Be better if you shut up, Me- 
fodyevlch, it’s bad enough without you.” 
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The old man relorlej with a joke. Sev'eral of 
the villagers burst into rea<ly laughter. That Me- 
fodyevich must have been one of those jolly old 
fclIoNNs who never lose their heads and are never 
vhorl for a word. 

'I^e scouts were not listening; they hoii otlier 
ihiiigs on their mind. They sIockI by the sideboard 
discu>^ing in a whisper what they were to do. Each 
liad more than a hundred tcafleU in his bosom, 
rhere wotilcln't even l>c any nerd to search them; a 
shake of the collar would 1 m' enough. ... 

Tin* trucks were making no less iliajt forty kiU 
nmetres an hour. They ra<e<l througli the villages 
with horns tooling, llierc were no soldiers in the 
l>acks of the trucks, hut tommy gunners stood on 
tlio running'l'oanit. Tlicy duitlcd with Uic men in¬ 
side the drivercab, hut every once in a while 
they glanced hack, and of course they would have 
noticed anyone trying to j\imp out. 

Mot)’o Zo^ulya was more experienced and more 
resourceful than her companions. She studied tho 
people standing around her, then, winking to her 
friends, she cautiously pulled out a pack of leaf¬ 
lets. hold her hand over the side and Hung them 
to the ground. The wind siuklenly caught them up 
and whirled them about behind Uio truck. 

Motya hiushodf and shrank back as though ex¬ 
pecting a Mow, No one in the truck said anything. 
The Icailcts disappeared from sight, but the peoplo 
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in the truck kept silent, casting searching locks at 
one anotlicx. 

Then the old nian spc4<e up again in his cracked 
voice: 

So besides arresting people the Fritzes spread 
leafleU at the same time, eh? Like a factory on 
wheels!” 

The engine was roaring anj Uie truck creaked 
as it jounced over tlie ruts, yet it seemed to the 
scouts they could liear a general sigh of relief. 

It is doubtful whether anyone in the back of 
the truck believed that h was a German soldier who 
had flung out the leaflets. But be tlial as it may, 
the tension was lifted. They started talking again. 

Meanwhile Mefodyevich had risen from the floor 
of tlie truck and crawled over to the scouts. He 
proved to be a skinny liule old chap. The wind 
toyed with his short grey beard and his nose was 
red from the cold, but lie wore his cap cocked, one 
side of his moustache curled upward belligerently, 
and there was a twinkle in his eyes. He went off 
into a long monologue again, apparently saying 
anything just so as not to keep quiet, 

‘Why, gentlemen,” he exclaimed, twirling his 
moustache, “we’re now having a ride together with 
foreigners! Did I ever even think or dream of such 
a new order*o?” 

While someone rejoined he quickly moved over 
to Motya and whispered: 
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■‘Don't tlirow iIjoii) out into llic fuld for tiolh- 
irip. child. Tiic>'rt- intended (or the |>eo|)le. right? 
So you scalier them where there's people. Throw 
wn out next time we go through a \illage." 

W hen the truck enterctl a village Mefodycvich 
Ugan poking Motya in the rihs cxcitclly. 

•Throw 'em. what's the matter with you! Don t 

he afraid. I'll lake the hlaine!" 

nte trio seatlered part of the leallcls in the 
village. But iliis lime everyone in the truck knew 
what was up, of cottrse. but :is thotigh by eonunon 
eotisent they pretended tiol to notice anything. 

Boys ran after the truck, trying to catch the 
.sheets whirling in the air. The people in the truck 
roared with laughter. All of them, young and old. 
were enjoying the game. \Mien tlie Germans on the 
ninning-hoard turned suspieiously, a woman with 
a long sad face shouted: 

“Watch out there!” 

The head of a soldier appeared over the side 
of lltc truck. The Gonnan understood nothing. He 
stared in wonderment at those queer Russians. 
“Whal’rc tliey laughing about?” He si)al angrily, 
swore, aiul then turned around. But now tliey 
couldn't tlirow out any more IcafleU. The oc¬ 
cupants fell something was wTong aJid ko])t a steady 
eye on ihem. 

Mefod'yevich let himself go. He was in hU ele- 
inent. 
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“Give them to me,” he begged when he leamec^ 
that the scouts still had three hundred leaflets left. 
“Now don’t you be afraid. I’ll gel away with it 
.somehow, give them to me, hurry uj) now. They’ll 
read them in our village.” 

He thrust the remaining leaflets inside his shirt, 
buttoned up his leather jackal and smiled a satis¬ 
fied smile. He screwed up his eyes in such a sly 
manner that everyone could see he was up to some¬ 
thing. 

Indeed, he made a scramble for the front 
of the truck, practically climibing over |X'ople’s 
heads. 

“I>et me through?” he yelled. “Let me get past, 
good people, I can’t wait any longer.” 

Nobody knew what he had in mind, yet they 
made a path for him. Vilicn he reached the front 
he pounded madly on the roof of the cab. Every- 
one fell silent. The truck braked sharply. 

Fields lay on eitlier side of the road, and near 
the roadside ditch grew a few scraggly snow-covered 
bu.shes. Tlic soldiers jumped doum from the run¬ 
ning-board. The men in the cab hopped out too, 
and they all gave vent to guttural shouts. 

Mefodyevich nodded toward the bushes, bent over 
double, clasped his stomach and twisted his face 
into such a pitiful, suffering grimace that even the 
Germans couldn't help hur.sting into laughter. 

“\^'’ait a minute, wait, bUte, biite, it’ll just take 
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a minute, rigfht away." he mumbled a<i he hastily 
elimbed' down from the truck. 

Tlie Hitlerites ronlintied to laugh. They stood 
and wailed. an<l meanwhile Mefodycvich hid the 
leadeU l)eliind the bushes, squatlo I Oiero .1 minute 
or so and tlien returned with a happy, naive ex- 
presvsion of s.ilisfartion on his face. 

One of the German.s wetjt so far a< to i)ound 
him on tlie back. “Cut. gu/. sood kolkhoz." he 
said. "Fine!" 

When the trucks drove itito Kholtny and stopped 
at the sqii.are it turned out ih.at on orders of the 
Cobietskoinmissar peasants had l>cen picked up at 
landom in dozen.- of villages of the locality and 
brought to town to hear him deliver a .speech. The 
scouts, realizing that they wore free, tried to slip 
a^vny from their companions: Uicy preferred to be 
as far away as possible from people tlial might ho 
witnesses against them. 

Ihil a cordon had been set up around the .square, 
and the orders were not to let anyone out un¬ 
til the meeting was over. The scouts moved over to 
the aide, choosing a spot from which they could 
m.-ike a quirk getaway. Some Ini minutes later sev¬ 
eral Hitlerites mounted the woodai platfonn. One 
of them began to speak. 

The Gdiietskommissav awore, waved his fists, 
ihroatenod someone. He held forth in German but 
tlio people kne'v very well that he had nothing 
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good to tell them. Then the interpreter, also a Ger¬ 
man, spoke: 

“We call you here for you to tell your rela* 
tives and friends that we Germans absolutely do 
not like jokes.” Someone in the crowd gave an un¬ 
naturally loud sneeze. “We do not like jokes.” the 
interpreter repeated. “Our agents when they go to 
the villages do not get a happy welcome from the 
peasants. What is this? This is a sign there is agi¬ 
tation by the forest bandits who do not advise 
them to gi%'e the Germans food products, hogs and 
grain. This is considered by us sabotage. This is 
considered by us a sign of ol>edience to the de¬ 
stroyed Bolshevik government. We do not desire 
to pardon such signs any longer and w'e hasten to 
destroy the nests mercilessly. Shoot down. Execute--” 

In exactly the same lone of voice, just a< 
though he were continuing the interpreter’s speech, 
someone in the crowd said: 

“Chop up and pickle.. . 

“What was that said there?” the interpreter 
asked sternly. 

Nobody uttered* a word. 

“I ask emphatically to repeat. I did not hear 
enough. Who said that?” 

A hand was raised in the crowd, and the scouts 
safw it was MefotJyevich’s. Tlio old man had got 
into the spirit of the thing, apparently, and couldn’t 
stop. His success in the truck had inspired him. 
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‘it Avas I who said that Herr inlcr|ircter." 

"Wliat meaning did yon wish to give Uiose 
word-s?” 

‘i wishe<.l to support your idea. You said 
‘shoot down and execute,' hut I think tliat’s not 
enough, hecause there are people who obe> incor¬ 
rectly. wlio mix things up a hit, who swing to the 
opposite, and so on. Tliey're harming the pe.osant- 

ry and the new authorities, who- In general 

I snj>|)ort voiir mea.siire with all my heart....’ 

Il'.s unlikely the interpreter understood ever>-- 
tiling Mefod\evirh said. Hut he evitlently decided 
there was nothing ohjoctionalile in tlie old man's 
wonts. 

He went on with his s|)ecch, and Mefodyevich 
shouted from time to time, with a singularly sol- 
t*nin fare: 

“That’s right! l.rt it be like that! Very gui. 
Very hitlrV' 

4 

Wlicn he finished the speech the interpreter dis- 
cus.«ed something in a whis{>ar with the Gebiclskom- 
missar, the burgomaster of Kholmy and a police¬ 
man. Then he heckonwl to Mefodyevich with his 
finger. Tlie old man climbe<l up on the platform. 
Ho stood lieforc the Gehietskommissar like a tsar¬ 
ist soldier, with his chest out and his eyes glued 
on the authorities. 'Hie interpreter whispereil som»'- 
itiing in his ear. Mefodyevich’s face expresseil 





agreement and -willingriess. Tlien he turned to fare 
the crowd and began to speak. 

At first the peasants look him for a German 
toady and listened sullenly. 

“Citizens!” exclaimed Mefodycvicti in the best 
oratorical style, hut then suddenly turned to the 
interpreter and said, “Excuse me, it popped out 
out of habit. Gentlemen!” be began again. “Re¬ 
spected peasants! \^Tiat are we told? \Vc are told 
that Germany wishes to do the people well by end¬ 
ing the war fast and smashing what’s left of the 
Red Army. Herr German commissar is right when 
he says to do this we must all put our shoulder 
to farming and spit on politics. But wlinl do wc 
.sec? Wc see the people arc helping the forest ban¬ 
dits, brothers and sisters and children of ours. Do 
vou call -this a new order? I propose \se support 
the Herr commissar’s proposal and from today on 
if one of your kin, or my son or brother comes 
from the forest tlien grab him by the collar and 
drag him to the police. And if he resists wipe lurn 
out on the spot as a bandit who interferes with 
our benefactors the Germans.” 

All this Mcfodycvich .said with an amazingly 
serious expression on his face, every once in a while 
glancing at the Hitlerites. He had noticed, of 
course, that the interpreter knew Russian poorly. 
The people quickly caught on to what the orator 
was up to. Faces brightened up. Here and there 
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pcoplf Bill some with more priicicnce 

made 'ipis lo ihe orator not lo put Ins foot irt it, 
tint to po too far. or rUo. . . . But Mefodyevirh 
lid not lieed the voice of reason. 

“I feel.” he \'.ent on. “that though we have 
heconie gentlemen now. still we don’t understand 
vet that the Germans have hrouglit us liberation. 
It’s time we stoppe^l haling, and instead give the 
victorious German cvcrvthing he wants. NMicn the 
Germans came to take iny cow, my pig. my geese 
and my chickens do you think 1 fought with them? 
Tno, 1 gave it oil away cheerfully. And yesterday 
they <aine asking for warm dollies so the German 
soldiers wouldn't freeze fighting near Moscow. So 
I understood and I gave them a pair of my pants 
gladly, and if the Cr-rmans need them I'll give 
them my imdcrdrawers. Because I’m proud the 
German will fight the Bed Army and the parti¬ 
sans with my lien in his Iwlly and wearing my 
|>anls.” 

A.lmosl everyone in the crowd was now smiling, 
and some could liarely refrain from laughing. The 
Gehietskommissar kepi throwing puzzled glances 
first at the speaker, tlicn at the interpreter. Mefo* 
(lycvich turned to llie Gormans and said: 

“I ask you, Herr interpreter, to tell the chief 
that the Ukrainians won’t Ivcgrudgc cither tlieir 
[lantSs their hens, their wdyes or their children for 
the victory of the German army....” 


'266 



He waited while die interpreter fulfilled his re^ 
que^ The Gebietskommissar e\’idenlly regained his 
composure; he smiled and clapped his hands. Mc- 
fodyevich smiled too. Then, raising his voice, he 
went on: 

“As a truthful old man I’ve got to tell you in 
a spirit of self-criticism tliat 1 myself haven l shown 
the Germans as much love yet as I ought to. If 
I were younger, say, like that fellow over there, 
or that girl,” he pointed to persons in the crowd, 
“I’d go to the forest and start wiping out the rats 
who are destroying our happy life!” 

Now no one in the crowd was smiling. Tliey 
listened to the speaker attentively and very ear¬ 
nestly. The interpreter glanced questioningly at Me' 
fodyevich, but the latlei- said: 

“I’d volunteer for the police force. I’d get a 
rifle or a macliine gvin, and I’d show those Bol.she- 
viks who are hiding in the woods that they’re not 
the only ones who can use a gun. If I was younger 
I wouldn’t sit at home with my old woman putting 
down vodka like some of those polizei do. I d show 
the Germans that we Ukrainians know how to 
treasure liberty, that there are still brave people 
among us!” 

The burgomaster, who was a Ukrainian from 
some western region, didn’t understand the old 
man’s mixed Russian and Ukrainian too well but 
still he sensed there was sometliing wrong about 
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ihf speech. He hcnl loward the iiilcrpreler and 
whispered to him. llic inlerpreter pave liim a scorn¬ 
ful smile. He was convinced he had a splciuU.i com¬ 
mand of Russian. Meanwhile Mefod\evich gol 
more and more into the part he wu' playing and 
forgot all caution. There were several polizei. 
with armbands, in the crowd. That they went in 
more for sprees and robbing the j)opulntion than 
for fighting the partisans was a fact, and tlie old 
man’s words slung tliern to the tpiick. 

“Hey. old man. what are you doing—agital- 
iiig? ” one of those sUuidiiig not far from the plat¬ 
form yelled. “You cut out that self-cnlicism!” 

Ihit Mefodvcvich wasn’t lluslered. He turned to 
the interpreter and said indignantly: 

“Herr officer, isn’t what I said right? YiVve 
got to fight more for our victory, right?” 

“Vcr>‘ fine,” answered tlie interpreter, “gut. 
but that's enough.” He inolionod to Mefodyeveh to 
gel off the platform. 

Ihil the old man pretended he liadn't under¬ 
stood and shouted triiimphuntly to tlie polizei: 

“See? I’m right when I say they shouldn’t 
have given you rats any guns. You’re afraid to 
go out and fight the partisans. All right, what are 
toil shaking your fi<l for? Maybe you’ll tell me 
that's not true? \Miy wore the pants they took 
from me not sent to the battlefield near Moscow 
but instead arc covering the backsides of the chief 
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of police? You don't kno^v, do you? ^ hy did 
they lake old woman Filipenko’s down shawl? For 
the German army, was it? No. you can't fool me! 

“Stop!” the interpreter said irritably. “Com¬ 
plaints against the police are rt'ceived at the com¬ 
mandant’s office from one to two in tlie afternoon 
on Tuesdays.” 

“Tell him not to buU in, Herr interpreter. I'm 
talking to the point, and he butts in. 1 tell you 
right out loud in front of e\'erybody that the police 
are nothing but crooks and rats. If lliey uvre hon¬ 
est men they wouldn’t be afraid of self-criticism 
and wouldn’t try to shut me up.” 

The polizei galhercil in a group and started up 
to the platform after the old man. but the Gebiets- 
kommissar motioned them away. 

“Excuse me. I got excited,” Mefodyovich mur¬ 
mured ingratiatingly. “May I continue? ’ 

“A'cin, nein, go away.” 

Mefodyevich marched past the polizei with a 
triumphant, self-satisfied smile. The crowd made a 
path for him and then immediately closed in. The 
small thin figure was quickly lost in it- 

“The meeting is finished,” the interpreter 

shouted. , 

The i>eople began to disperse. The scouts didn t 
lose any time either, naturally. They had already 
gone some two hundred metres when a shot rang 
out on the square. They turned around to see po- 
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lizci running—obviously after MefoHycvich. The 
old man was zigzagging away from them like a 
fox. 

I lie/7f>/i;ri slioulcil and fired after him. 

The old man ran up to a high fence and started 
climl>ing over it. but he was felled by a bullet. He 
managed to straighten up and shout: 

‘ Butchers. Hitlerite scum, damned rats!” 

The polizei were now near him. Several more 
sliols rang out. The old man fell silent. 

On the way liaok Uic scouts picked up the leaf¬ 
lets Mefod)c\'ich had hidden behind tlie hushes. 

Not a single one of them went for naught. 

• • • 

Bvory time this slor) was told around a par- 
ii.<an campfire arguments arose. 

Some said the old man shouldn’t have let him- 
^clf go, tlial he shouldii I ha\'c stuck his neck out. 
He hail forgotten all about the leaflets, hadn’t he? 
Phere hadn t been anything sensible or sound 
about his behaviour. 

But it was grand!” others exclaimed. “He 
put it over on the Germans and on the polizei 
loo!” 

I reincmlier how Sanin, before the war a mili¬ 
tia oflicer and now a political instructor in one of 
the platoons, got a good calling down from Po- 
pudrenJeo. 
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*‘Lf I were in the leadersliip/' Sanin liad said 
impressively, ‘‘I'd issue an order putting an end to 
such demoralizing stories. It's got to be slopped, 
comrades. TTiere was a total lack of cortsciousness 
and discipline in his actions... 

*‘Go on, go on,’’ Popudrenko shouted to him. 
“Go on, let’s hear your reasons.” 

Sanin didn’t grasp the challenge in Popiidren- 
ko’s words. He thougtU the latter agreed with him. 
and went on with even greater importance; 

“That old man, he’s simply, what would you 
say—” 

Popudrenko could not restrain himself- '“Give 
us your reasoning instead of calling him names,” 
he said. “Anybody can do that. What did yon 
want to say? That the old man acted on his own. 
lliat if he’d Iain low he’d have lived to Iw a hun¬ 
dred? Can’t you understand that spilling in the fas¬ 
cist’s niug in front of a big crowd of people is 
educational work, and then some!” 

Sanin rose and waved his hand', but then he 
caught himself and walked' slowly away from the 
fire, 

“No!” Popudrenko shouted after him. “Come 
bade here. Argue it out udth me, ha%'e the courage 
to go on.” 

“I haven’t got the right to argue with you in 
front of people,” Sanin said sullenly. “I'm a polit¬ 
ically educated man and I’m disciplined.” 
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“Bui I give you permis'^ion to argue; I order 
you lo! ' Po|>uclrenko exclaimed. “.\iul if you can’l 
argue then listen. .And gel this Uirough your head, 
political inslrucloi. that scorning doalh. that dying 
lor the truth in front of the people is a great deed. 
And it t;ikcs brains, loo. Ihat old man Mefodycvncl) 
had brains, and that he died a splendid death is 
a fact. Could you go into a battle without hoping 
lo li\e through it? Have yon got that gift? You're 
keeping quiet. Well, he had that gift. Maybe he 
spent his whole life cracking jokes in public. Ihil 
he died a hero. And the fact we’re telling what ho 
did means he's made a ))lace for himself in history!" 

I’opudreiiko wasn't given to talking calmly and 
dully. He loved «lrawing people into an argument. 
I saw that l)ru 2 hinin was lo.sing his palieticc. and 
that Yaremenko was gelling ready lo pitch utlo the 
debate too. 

But just at that moment the man on duty 
cried out: 

“Planes!” 

When we hoard Uie drone of enemy planes 
approaching the village we cxlinguishc<l the fires. 



CHAPTER FOUR 


THE BIG DETACHMENT 

Our detachment was on the brink of disaster on 
several occasions. And 1 mean the detachment as a 
whole, not separate platoons or companies. 

Each time we found ourselves within a hair’s 
breadth of utter rout we were saved not by some 
miracle or, it goes without saying, by any display 
of indulgence on the part of the enemy. What saw 
us through was cohesion, native ingenuity, the skill 
of our officers, mass-scale heroism, conscious disci¬ 
pline—in short, everythuig that can be defined in 
the two Words of Bolshevik organization. 

The reader already knows that the first time the 
Chernigov detachments landed in a desperate situa¬ 
tion was at the end of November 1941. TTic reason 
was not so much on actual threat of military de¬ 
feat as our organizational weakness and lack of 
confidence in our own powers. It was then that the 
R.C. united the small partisan groups into one 
large detachment and led it into an offensive. 
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l\ow hepan oxir second and far more serious 
trial, which lasted until the s|)riiip of 1912. 

We had established our^lves most satisfacto¬ 
rily in the villages of Maibutnya. Lasochki an<l 
Zhuravleva Ruda. from which we had made quite a 
few successful raids lately on neighbouring po¬ 
lite garrisons. W'c had succeeded in contacting the 
Mainland; in totalling up tlie results of our com¬ 
bat operations and reporting them to the Central 
('ommittee of the [*arty. .Additional arms had been 
promised us by plane. 

There was no doubt that we bad l>ocome strong¬ 
er. Our men were seasoned fighters: tlicy had gone 
through a good praetieal school t)f partisan 
warfare. Many lund finally torn lhenv«elvcs away 
from their wives and cluhlrcn. This was of no little 
importance, for a soldier always fights belter the 
farther lie is from his family. 

Our ofiiecrs had accumulated substantial com- 
hat e\j>ericnce. Tlic incontpeteait ones, appointed 
■ juily on the basis of the positions they held before 
the war. had been weedctl out. As for the majority 
of tlio ofTieers. they had pas.sed the grim test of bat¬ 
tle with Hying colours; and mast of them fought 
well right through to the end of the war. The five 
months of parti.san warfare had not been a waste 
of time for Bessarab either. 

It was at this point that the occupants began 
pres.sing us. They made several air raids on the 



villages in vsrhich we stood and began shelling us 
from hea \7 gvins. 

After a sober appraisal of the situation, head¬ 
quarters decided that the detachment had to quit 
tlie villages and go off into the woods. Some were 
against this decision, though. Indeed. leaving wann 
houses and ploughing through the snow with the 
thermometer at thirty below wasn't easy. Without 
saying that out and out, some of the comrades be¬ 
gan to assert that we had no right to leave the vil¬ 
lages we had lived in so long without putting up 
a fight, that we sliould defend botli ourselves and 
the inhabitants. If we went away, tlujy said, wc 
would be leaving old people, women and children 
to the mercy of fate. 

Putting it mildly, this "‘theory” wa.s not valid. 
The enemy possessed such superiority in men and 
Tnateriel that to entrench ourselve-s in these vil¬ 
lages, v^'hich were exposed on all sides, meant run- 
ning the risk of complete annihilation of both the 
detachment and tlie local population. 

We got into our sleighs and set out for the sec¬ 
tion of the Yelino vsoods where the detachment of 
our now comrade, Vorozheyev, had been stationed 
for some time. From what he said there ought to 
l>e dugouts there. Our scouts, though, had already 
found out there was nothing except a long and not 
too well-built trench—but that was better than 
nothing. The main thing wa.s that the trees there 
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"t*re d^nse and tall, mainly firs. The Germans would 
have a hard time spotting us from the air. and 
driving us out wouldn t be easy either. 

\Vc let the horses go at a trot, and from time to 
time at a gallop. At tliat snappy pace we covered 
a good twenty kilometres. The officers wore sheep¬ 
skin coats or else good leaUier coats, and fell bools. 
The wounded were covered up warmly too. But not 
all the rank and file had warm clotlting. Some wore 
torn hoots or shoes and puttees. They would jump 
out and run along the road, holding onto the sleigh. 
A few began asking that we slop for an hour to 
build fires and warm up. Hut here circumstances 
suddenly arranged themselves in such a way that 
We warmed up without bonfires. 

At the c(fgc of tlic forest Hitlerites blocked our 
path. They liad camouflaged tliemselvcs well, and 
our scouts had let us down. This time the fascists 
used our own Liclics. Tliey hid in the forest and 
attacked suddenly. 

However, citlicr they weren’t used to the.se tactics, 
or else they felt ill at ease in the Russian forest, 
for one way or the other tliey opened fire two or 
three minutes before they should have. And there 
was another thing these gentlemen hadn’t taken 
into consideration: the cold had so roused our 
boys that far from wavering they were overjoyed 
at the chance of a fight. 

It was not so much the cold, though, that helped 
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US as Dmitry Ivanovich Rvanov. During our 
stay in those villages he had not wasted time but 
had required the company commanders to conduct 
systematic combat training. 

I myself was amazed by tlie lightning speed of 
our reply. The fascists gained no advantage from 
the suddenness of their attack. None of us lost our 
heads. The officers rapped out commands and the 
men quickly fanned out and lay down. 

Vi'ithin t^vo minutes we replied >vith such a hail 
of machine-gun and tommy-gun fire that the Hit¬ 
lerites promptly took to thoir heels—and there 
were no less than two companies of them. 

The battle lasted only ten minutes. Then we 
moved on, keyed up, gay and proud of our success. 
A few hours later we finally turned off the road 
into the forest. Here we began floundering in the 
deep snow. The men would spring out of the sleighs 
to help the horses, but both they and the horses 
often found themselves up to their necks in tho 
soft virgin snow. 

We reached our new positions around three 
o'clock. 

Vorozheyev’s detaclunent had been here more 
than a month before, and >ve had a hard time find¬ 
ing his abandoned dugout. The entrance had caved 
in. We cleared it and entered a long, dirty trench 
in which there proved to he neither tables nor 
benches. But worst of all. the stove had caved in. 
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It Uiis a pood thing we had stow-setters among us. 
An hour later Grisha Bulash lighted a fire in the 
stove he had hastily set up. and half an hour after 
that it was hot in tlic dugout. Probably not so 
niuch because of the stove, however, as of over- 
crowdedness. 

The dugout was intended for fifty people, and 
we had forty-five sick and wounded alone. Some 
of the men had pot fro.stbitten on the way; they 
loo had to he warme<l up in a hurry. Tlien tlio 
chiefs an<l the medical personnel and the more 
cnergelic lovers of warmth so filled the dugout 
that .some had to be asked to leave. 

The cold, incidentally, is no ally of the parti- 
san. Maybe it dt<l hold the Germans bark from an 
ofTensive, hut we sufTered from it to a much great¬ 
er degree. And in thos«' days the cold launched such 
an offensive on us that we had to keep a firm 
Ijold on the comm.ander’s reins. 

hen I now recall tliosc few days and nights 
of bitter struggle to clear the snow I somehow 
picture them ns being »-heerful. practically gay. 
Man s memory readily casts out dramatic episodes 
and. on the contrary, long retains all that is hap¬ 
py and amusing. 

\lTien we ex-partisans gel together now and 
recall how frozen, hungry and ill-tcmpcrod men 
burrowed in the snow, for some reason we become 
uncontrollably hilarious. 
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“Remember how Bessarab yelled? Icicles hang¬ 
ing from his mouslaclie, his beard white with 
frost, steam pouring out of his mouth, and he 
yelled: ‘I. ahem, don't want this! XSliat did I over 
gel into this for? We’ve got fine dugouls back in 
Reimentarovka!’ ” 

“And remember how Arsenty Kovtun dug him¬ 
self ix bear’s lair in the snow, sealed up the en¬ 
trance. lay down and began to snore? By morning 
It was all snowed over and we couldn’t make out 
what had happened to Kovtun. We only found 
him by his snoring.” 

“And remember? Kapranov got the nurses 
together and said: ‘Whoever of y'ou girls starts 
crying won't get any liquor. So keep a stiff upper 
lip, girls, and show you're as good as the men!’” 

And in truth, not once did a single one of our 
girls give way to tears. They weren’t inlerc-sted in 
the liquor, however; they used to turn over their 
ration to the men. 

Yes, now we recall only the lighter side. But 
actually, at times we were in a very difficult po¬ 
sition. In the entire detachment there were only 
seven shovels, five axes and one crowbar and 
the earth was frozen more than a metre deep. The 
men would build bonfires, keep them going for a 
Couple of hours, tlien move them to another spot 
and attack the warmed ground. After digging down 
half a metre and striking a frozen layer they would 
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again light a bonfire, and so on cndirssly. This 
V good training in the development of pa- 
lienee. 

Short of hands though we were—for men had 
to be sent out on picket duty and on scouting and 
supply missions—in the course of slightly c^er 
a week we built sixteen roomy dugouts outfitted 
with bunks, sto>-es, benches and tables. 

To be quite candid, living in those dugouts 
wasn t any too comfortable. They were dark and 
crowded. For lighting we used oil lamps or spills, 
or simply sat up close to the stove. Eveniugs, oven 
in the heaviest frosts, we gathered as usual around 
campfires and talked. 

\Xc lived in the \eHno woods, wliicli went down 
in our annals as Forcstvillc No. 2. until the end 
of March. Tliat winter, as everyone recalls, was 
n severe one. It was almost always more than tuxuit) 
below. We ha<l no ihermometer. hut among us for 
a sliort while was an old granddad whom we called 
our tlicrmoineur. I don't believe he had ever seen 
a real outdoor thermometer in his life and proba¬ 
bly had a ver)' vague idea of degrees in general. 
Hut if you asked him w'hat the temperature was, 
he would answer without hesitation: “Twenty-four 
degrees.” 

“How do you figure that, old man?” 

From what the frost fastens onto. If it’s my 
ears then it s twenty degrees, if it’s my nose, then 
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twenty-three, and when the big toe of my right foot 
starts tingling I know it’s over thirty.” 

That winter dragged on for an agonizing length 
of time. There had been long, snowy ts'inters in 
C'hernigov Region before, but I couldn’t remember 
one as long as this. 

To all the rest of our deprivations was added 
humiliating poverty. I have already told how we 
worked with just a feiv axes. But J forgot to men¬ 
tion that we had no nails at all. 

We didn’t have enough pails. Almost every 
day the officers had to settle arguments between 
squads as to the o%vnership of a pail. Cups, spoons, 
pots—all these had to be picked up during the heal 
of battle. The partisan always bore in mind that 
besides the dead Hitlerite’s tommy gun, bools and 
overcoat it was a good thing to take his matches, 
knife, spoon and flashlight loo. 

We washed using snow, most of the time with¬ 
out soap. Washing clothes was simply agony. We 
couldn’t do it out in the cold, of course, and it 
was also out of the question in the dugouts, where 
people sat almost on top of one another, and as it 
was the air was foul. We built a combination bath¬ 
house and laundry but for a long time we couldn I 
get either a boiler, a washtub or basins. Finally 
we began to use German helmets for basins; wash- 
tubs we fashioned out of thick logs, and a boiler 
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from an iron gasoline <lnjm. All tliis cost us a 
tromerulous amount of time and labour. 

It was very hard on our women and girls. I 
most confess that not all of us realized or wanted 
to realize that they were in a special position. Upon 
returnmnr from an action the men would go ofT to 
r«.st. while the girls got dowm to cooking or wash¬ 
ing clothes. Tlie men had been ordered to do their 
own Jaimdry. hut the girls di<ln‘t like to liave them 
washing clothes in the bathhouse side by side with 
them. It cniharrassod them, and some felt sorry for 
the men. They Would smile at the way the men 
fussed helplessly around the tubs and finally would 
drive them out with: "WcW manage oursidves." 
litis tvas ju'i wliat the men Itad been waiting for. 

If was in the Yelino woods that we had our 
first taste of hunger. True, later on there were 
tvorse perioils. hut llum we were still accustonvMl 
to a plentiful and varied diet, and we had a hard 
time enduring the long stretch of underfeeding. 
Our supplii>s had come to an end. There was noth¬ 
ing left at the p.arlisan caches, not even salt. 

Of course, if we hadn’t taken nea^xomers into 
the detachment we could have undoubtedly held 
out until spring. The comrades who had been 
against taking in new men now tried lo prove to 
US that they had been right. But for this kind of 
heing right they got it good and proper from the 
rnmmand. and they voiced their thoughts only in 
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whispers. However, even this had highly disagree¬ 
able consequences: our first ca.sc$ of desertion. We 
had to issue an order warning that desertion would 
be punished just as it is in the army—by the firing 
squad. 

Justice requires me to note that men like Bes¬ 
sarab. Loshakov and Sanin did not lend deserters 
the least support. 

Naturally, there was no sense to their losing 
men. And going off with their companies was some- 
tiling they did not consider seriously, for tliey 
realized very well that under the existing conditions 
it was better to l>e part of a large body. But from 
lime to time they did talk about it being easier to 
get provisions at the old |>laccs, near their “own” 
villages. 

But here too the local residents didn't refuse us 
support. For c.xample. the peasants of Yelino gave us 
everything they had, including cattle and slocks of 
potatoes and extra clothing. A heroic village it w'as! 
The most cohesive of all those I came in contact 
with. The German invaders didn’t get a single kil¬ 
ogram of grain out of Yelino. Not a single Yelino 
inhabitant joined the police. When the invaders 
burned down the village the entire population went 
%>'ilh us. Tile children, old folk and others unalile 
to bear arms were later settled in other villages. 
The able-bodied men and w’omcn remained w’ith us 
as partisans until the Red Army came. 
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In the Yelino woods our detachment increased 
to 900 people in one month, the reinforcements 
comprising mainly residents of Yelino. 

The people of the other villages in the locality 
also supported us Uie best they could. But the Hit¬ 
lerites had picked them so clean that they them¬ 
selves livetl exclusively on potatoes. They were 
ready to share even their potatoes unth us. but getting 
them to the detachment was extremely difhcult. 
almost impossible, in fact. Yelino stood at the edge 
of the forest, and the occupants made raids on it 
but were afraid to station troops there. However, 
in Turye. Gluboky Rog. Guta Studenctskaya and 
other villages arithin a radius of twenty to sixty 
kilometres from us they had roricentraled a total 
of .ihout three division.s. 

Tliorc was a battalion of Magyars in Ivanovka, 
and a strong police detail in Sofievka; these police- 
men. inridentilly. had been recruited in outlying 
districts, 80 that the population wouldn’t be able 
to strike up any friend.sliips with them. 

This time the occupation troops drew a rather 
tight ring around the forest and patrolled its 
edges. We obtained provisions only by fighting for 
tliem. and to get two bags of potatoes we some¬ 
times had to lose three men in killed. Naturally, it 
would haw been unwise to emKark upon a large- 
scale operation, say raiding a big enemy garrison, 
just to get food. We preferred lying in ambush 
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and falling upon German supply trains. The Ger¬ 
mans avoided using forest roads, however. 

Feeding 900 people was not so simple, tlie 
more so since they worked a lot in the open air 
and didn’t suflfer a bit from lack of appetite. Even 
the frailest fighting man easily put away a kilo¬ 
gram of bread, and if you gave him as much horse 
meat he would eat that too. Vegetables came our 
way less and less frequently. It was a long time 
since we had tasted milk or butter. We were 
forced to live chiefly on horse meat; there wasn’t 
anything to feed the horses. 

At this time oux pharmacist, 2^1ik Abramovich 
Yosilevich, began brewing a drink from pine 
needles. I issued an order obliging absolutely eve¬ 
rybody to drink it. In this way we safeguarded our¬ 
selves against scurvy. 

Tliis pine needle brew was our only inexhaust- 
ible supply of medicine. A few months later when 
the snow melted Zelik Abramovich began to gather 
grasses, which he boiled and then steeped in al¬ 
cohol. Meanwhile, falling ill simply wasn’t ad¬ 
vised. 

Actually, though, cases of illness were quite 
rare. Even old ulcers of the stomach left their 
owners in peace. Hardly anyone ever came down 
with such common illnessea as the flu, malaria or 
angina. Before the war, I, for one, used to have 
angina every once in a while. After the war. inci- 
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flonhilly. it began again. But during the entire time 
I was in the woods I no'cr had it once. Like 
winterers in the /Vrctic. our most frequent ail¬ 
ments were rheumatism, scurv>-. pellagra, boils and 
tootliarhes. 

Oh, those toothaches. W^e didn’t have anything 
to pull teeth with, let alone treat them. Once I 
didn't have a second's sleep for five days in a 
row. The gum was already becoming inflamed, 
and I don't know wlut else. The feldsher, the 
pharmacist and various self-taught medicos from 
.iinong the miMi hovered around me and poked all 
kinds of junk into my mouth. I was saved by 
Georgy Ivanovich CorobcLs, our gunsmith, cx-direc- 
lor of a ship-repair yard. My thanks go to him 
for getting the idea of using a pair of blacksmith's 
pliers; he pulled out two teeth in one jerk. I fell 
asleep almost at once and woke up twenty-four 
hours later a new man. refreshed and unusually 
gentle. 

Imiced, Corobets did a lot for our sick and 
wounded. \^Ticn we were threatened with typhus 
lu* fixed up a clothes steaming machine out of a 
gasoline drum. This enabled us to delouse the 
entire detachment in two days. 

Gorobets was a carpenter, cabinetmaker and 
mechanic. With the help of sev’cral partisans he 
dismanllcvl a roomy peasant cottage in Yelino and 
brought it to the camp. We set it up in the midst 
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of our dugouts and turned it into a hospital with 
l>eds and clean linen and improved feeding. Un¬ 
fortunately, this was not enough, however. Not 
only didn't we have a surgeon then, but we didn't 
even have instruments for the simplest operations. 

It was at this time that an event occurred which 
may be cited as an example of boundless courage 
and iron endurance. Fighting maji Grigory Ma- 
salyka blew up a headquarters bus on the highway 
and wiped out thirty German officers. However, 
one of them managed to lire at him. fracturing a 
bone in his left hand. For some reason or other 
Masalyka didn’t go to the hospital at once. He 
continued to go out on demolition jobs with his 
injured hand, and he came to the feldsher only 
two weeks later, when his arm had turned black 
to the elbow. 

The only hope of saving him lay in amputation. 
That meant sawing the hone, but witli what? 
Gorobels learned there was a blacksmith in Ivan- 
ovka, made his way there at night and begged a 
hacksaw from him. The hacksaw proved to be 
rusty. The feldsher and Gorol>ets polishe<l it with 
ashes, boiled it and then sawed off the lad’s arm. 
without any anesthetic, of course. They sawed in 
turn. When the patient could endure it no longer 
he took the saw himself and finished the job in a 
few strokes. I w'as present at the operation. Ma¬ 
salyka scowled, si^ed and sometimes groaned. 
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but not once did he cry out. Two weeks later he 
was back in action again. 

This incident, I repeal, is a singular example 
of courage and endurance. Still it would have 
been just as well to get along williout such exam* 
pies. How much Iwller when there is a skilled sur¬ 
geon. proper indrumenls and reliable anesthetics. 
Tfie soldier fights more boldly if he knows that 
should he be wounde<l a competent doctor will treat 
him and that the doctor has everything he needs 
for any kind of operation. 

* * * 

People who are encircled in the forest and 
forced to exist almost exclusively on booty risk 
more than just their lives. No less frightening is the 
danger of demoralization. This applies first of all. 
of course, to weak-willed, unstable people with a 
poor or insufficient political education. 

By this time the partisans who had been chosen 
by the Party to remain in the enemy rear were a 
minority in our detachment. It now consisted in 
the main of men who had broken out of enedr- 
clement, escaped war prisoners and peasants from 
the neighbouring villages. These newcomers were 
by no means an inert body. They produced fine 
officers and excellent fighting men. 

But tliore were all kinds of mein among the 
escaped war prisoners. Some had voluntarily sur- 



rendered to the Germans. Lateir, when they saw 
ivhat the fascist promises were worth, when tliey 
had been eaten up by lice in the camps and had 
become sick and tired of being punched in the 
jaw. the)' repented and escaped to join the par¬ 
tisans. Not all of them, by any means, told us 
die whole truth. And of course very few of them ad¬ 
mitted they had surrendered of their own free will. 

These men joined the partisans only because 
there was nothing else for them to do. They didn’t 
want to go back to the Germans, but on the other 
hand they didn’t fight them any too energetically. 

Some of the formerly encircled men who joined 
us had been “liubbies.” These were soldiers 
who for one reason or another had fallen behind 
the army and been taken in by peasant w'omen 
without menfolk. There were some fine fellows 
among them. I recall one of them, a wounded lad 
whom a kolkhoz family had given shelter. Imme¬ 
diately he recovered he started searching for par¬ 
tisans, and he joined our detachment as soon as 
he could. However, among the “hubbies” there were 
specimens who would have been glad to sit the 
war out behind a woman’s skirt, but the Hitlerites 
would either drive them off to work in Germany 
or else make them join the police. After turning 
this over in his mind such a guy would come to 
the conclusion that, after all, joining the parti¬ 
sans was more advantageous. 

QSO 
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Repenlani polizei began to come to us too. We 
ourselves invited them through leaflets. If they 
didn’t leave the police force, ve wrote, we would 
shoot thorn down like dogs. WTten they came to tlie 
detachment they were held under special obser¬ 
vation for a long time. The men kept a watchful 
eye on them. 

Unfortunatelv. these were not the only ones 
whom the danger of demoralization threatened. 

Necessity forced us not merely to take booty 
in battle but to go hunting for it especially. And 
this is where the Irouhlc lay. 

The partisan, it goes without saying, went into 
bailie not to enrich or fce<l or clothe himself. He 
was a warrior in the people’s cause, a people s 
avenger. How often in those days did we dream 
of the partisans being supplied the way the army 
was. But that was out of the question, of course. 

It was very hard for the men to gel used to 
wearing German and Magyar outfits. Later, when 
planes began to deliver Russian clothing, they 
joyfully threw off the green jackets and breeches 
and stamped them into the mud or tossed them in 
the fire. 

But at the time about which I am now writing 
planes weren’t coming to us yet. We lived exclu¬ 
sively at the expense of the Hitlerites. When we 
captured a food or n goods train we felt we had 
won a battle. And we actually did, for the enemy 
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been dealt a blow ind we got weapons, uni- 
forms, flour, rum, chocolate and cigarettes. 

The main body of the men usually realized 
this was not looting but warfare. Bui there were 


specimens among us whom the actual process of 
taking booty afforded pleasure. This was especial¬ 
ly dangerous whenever an operation was conducU 
ed in an inhabited point. Taking things from the 
home of a policeman or a slarosta was capturing 
booty, but taking even a jug of milk from an honest 
peasant was the lowest form of plunder. It had 
to be punished mercilessly, and publicly, to teach 
others not to do the same and to show the popula¬ 
tion that the partisans were honest people. 

Hecalling it is unpleasant, but there were 
cases when men took a pig or a calf from 


a peasant’s baniyard. first came up against 
this in February 1942. The worst thing was 
that some defended these marauders. “Wlml’s 
all the fuss about?” they said “Tlie boys are 
hungry. What difference does it make who 
takes the peasant’s cow—the Germans or the 


partisans?” 


It was in that phrase ‘‘what difference does it 
make” that lay the main danger. Such unprinci¬ 
pled views were preached by one of Bessarab’s 
former friends. Jan Polyansky. He was a platoon 
commander. Once one of his men stole a suckling 
from an old woman. I demanded the name of the 
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i>(Tender. Prompted by a false sense of loyalty, 
the men with uhuni tlie thief had shared the suck* 
ling resolved lo conceal the crime. 

1 sumn^oned Polyansky. 

‘'Demote me.” he said. “Punish me any way 
vou want, but I won’t tell!” 

Wc demoted him lo the ranks. But in the eyes 

* s ^ 

of the platoon he had ‘‘suffered for a Just cause. 

It was onlv about two weeks later, when Po- 
lyansky himself had been caught showing an ex- 
<'C*ssive fondn(*ss for w.ilrlios, dial the men real¬ 
ized dial their former < ninmander was a marauder 
who had been leading them along an abominable 

W'o ha<l lo execute him. of course. 1 was draft¬ 
ing an order lo this effect when Polyansky shot 
himself. 

After this it became especially clear to us 
that the only way to inculcate in the men an ab¬ 
horrence both for marauders and for their pro¬ 
tectors was through a well-organized systesm of 
political instruction. 

The R.C. adopted a resolution to intensify 
educational work in the detachment, especially 
among the new contingents. That winter, when the 
Yelino woods lay deep in snow, our printed mil¬ 
itant sheet Death to the German Invaders began 
lo appear once a week. No less than once in ten 
days each company issued its ivall newspaper. 
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I feel certain that the reader \vi\\ find mv 
telling about wall newspapers rather boring. “What’s 
special about this?” he will say. “'RTiere aren’t 
there wall newspapers, anyway? Every kolkhoz 
has one. every tea house. c\ery children’s nurseiy 
and. of course, every company in the Soviet 
Army.” 

But let the reader imagine for a moment that 
he lives in a village occupied by the fascists, that 
day in and day out toughs with swastikas on their 
sleeves jeer at him and the traitorous slarosta and 
the police dog his every step. They have ordered 
him to forget all about the Soviet s>’stem and its 
ways. But finally he succeeds in running away. He 
goes to the forest to join the parlisao.s. he freezes, 
he flounders In snowdrifts, he hides behind every 
tree. Men with red ribbons in their caps lead him 
to a small rle.aring where the snow has been 
stampetl down by hundreds of hoots. There in that 
clearing his eye is immediately caught by a big 
sheet of paper covcre<l with writing in coloured 
pencil, on a hoard nailed to a tree. A Avail news¬ 
paper. a modest, familiar particle of Soviet life! 
And he immediately feels that he has reached 
home, he has reached Soviet soil. 

The first AA*all newspapers made a tremendous 
impression on our men. Afterwards they look a 
calmer vieiv of them, but still they impatiently 
aAvaited each issue, actively contributed items, and 


2.95 



were very much afraid of being the svibje^ of a 
cartoon in them. 

Toward spring we—that is, our actors, poets 
and journalists—began putting out a talking news- 
paix'r too. which was merciless toward slackers, 
cowards and woiild-l>e p;irasiles. This was a regular 
variety program, gay and electrifying. 

* 4s 

We received a report from Moscow that planes 
c.arrying men and arms would soon be rcaciiing 
us. Ihoice a landing field had to be built. But while 
everything could he pul into code and radioed 
to tis. the art of building a landing field enuld 
not. 

We all saw that the first thing to do was smooth 
olT a field. It had to 1)C carefully concealed from 
tlic enemy, which meant it must l>c far from any 
inhnhited point. But what size should this field 
he? How should the landing marks he laid out? 
Could planes land in soft snow? About all this 
we knew nhsoliitely nothing. 

At this point wc rememhered that lying in our 
hospital under feldsher Yemelyanov’s care was a 
real live pilot, and a plane commander besides. The 
only trouble was he hadn’t been able to walk a 
step for five months. 

The story of Volodin, the commander of a 
heavy bomber, and the three meanbers of his crew 
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was indeed a remarkable one. Tn our detach¬ 
ment they were called the men who dropped from 
the sky. 

On October 3. 1941, that is, before I came to 
the regional detachment, the partisans noticed three 
heavy bombers with red stars on their wings flying 
in the direction of Gomel. 

“Comrade Balabai.” the man on duty reported 
excitedly to the detachment commander, “our 
planes!” 

The partisans had not seen any Soviet planes for 
a long time. These they followed with ecstatic eyes; 
they shouted and waved their caps, although they 
realized the flyers couldn’t see them. 

Balabai was about to start out to hold a meet¬ 
ing in a neighbouring village, and the planes had 
come over at just the right time. The Germans 
were ranting that they had destroyed the Soviet air 
force. Now the inhabitants could see for themselves 
that the Soviet air force was alive and was fighting! 

TTie detachment commander had mounted his 
horse when our bombers again appeared overhead. 
Now they were returning, but there were only two. 
Five minutes later the third came into view, flying 
at an altitude of no more than two hundred metres. 
Its right wing was dipping. The partisans noticed 
one of the motors was not functioning. 

The frontline was no less than one hundred and 
fifty kilometres away. 
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•‘Will tliey nuki" it or nol'.-'“ the parlii^iis uou- 
dered. 

The plane disappeared from view and the men 
went about their affairs. Balabai and the commis¬ 
sar went off to the meeting. 

Half-way there, anxious partisans caught up 
with them and announced that the plane had crashed 
some fifteen kilometres from the camp, near the 
village of Pogorcllsy. 

The meeting was cancelled, of course. Balabiii 
look a group of men with him and galloped off 
to Pogoreltsy. At the edge of the ullage, not far 
from the church, they found a big. twin-engined 
plane with its nose buried in the ground. Both 
wings bad bt'cn torn off by trees on the way dowii. 
Thc fuselage had split down its entire length, and 
w’hilc bundles lay scattered on the grass. Every 
once in a while the wind Winild lift square shovts 
of paper and send them flying up. 

Tile youngsters were gathering Uicm up by the 
armfuls. Thev were leaflets. 

Balabai immediately stationed a guard near the 
plane. Feldsher Yemelyanov crawled inside, but 
the flyers were no longer there. It appe4ircd that 
some peasants had taken them to the village hospi¬ 
tal. A messenger returned from there and related: 

“Blood all over the place! Two of them got 
busted heads, and their chiefs legs are like maca¬ 
roni. Only one can walk around. But he acts as 
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if he s got the plague; he screams and keeps shak¬ 
ing his head and his eyes are like a dead man's, 
like buttons. . .. The fourth one just grinds his 
teeth. Oh. it's auiul! No doctor, and the nurses 
are all scared.” 

A croud had gathered outside the village hos- 
pital. 

‘‘Any Germans around?” Balabai asked. 

“A car drove up. but as soon as they heard 
partisans were here they turned around and went 
back.” 

The elderly feldsher told Balabai that the plane 
commander’s condition was very grave. 

‘‘Both legs are fractured and he has deep head 
contusions. He’s l>een unconscious forty minutes 
now. His comrade is unconscious loo; his spinal 
column is injured.” 

A young fellow in peasant dress came to atten¬ 
tion at the sight of Balabai. who wore a Red Armv 
officer's uniform but without insignia. 

‘‘Permit me to address you. Comrade Command¬ 
er.” he said. On receiving ]>ennission he ullcrc<l 
in a pleading voice: “Take us to the woods. Com¬ 
rade Commander. Don’t abandon us. Look, the 
boys are in a bad way.” 

“Who is ‘us’? And who mijAt you he?” 

The fellow snapped to attention again, saluted, 
and said: 

“I am gimner-radioman Maximov.” 
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“Why aren’t you in uniform. Comrade radio- 
man 

The fellow glanced <lo«m at his clothing. 
l>linke<l. remained silent for about five seconds, then 
seize.d Balabai by the hand and said hurriedly, in 
a quivering voice: 

“You don't believe me, do you? Come wlh me 
and I’ll show you the house. Come, come, oh please. 
Comrade Commander! My papers arc there, every¬ 
thing’s there—my unifonn. my watch, with an in¬ 
scription on it. I'm gunner-ra«lioman Maximov.’’ 

“Calm down. Comrade Maximov, and tell me 
it all from the beginning.” 

Maximov himself, however, didn’t know any 
loo well what had happened to him, how he came 
to 'he in that \illnge or when he had changed 
clothes. Hut when he had ralmetl down a hit ho 
told Balabai the whole story. 

Just after the plane crashed to earth and Ma¬ 
ximov realized he was alive and could move his 
arms and legs, he squeezed through the cracked fu¬ 
selage and ran off to the nearest house at breakneck 
speed. He dashed in and nnthout answering the 
owners' questions quickly stripped to his underwear. 

“Come on!” he yelled. 

He flung his watch and his billfold nith his 
money and papers on the table. “Come on, give 
me something, quick! Save a Soviet flyer’s life, what 
are you standing there for?” 
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They gave hun a pair of old pants, a cap, a pair 
of torn boots and a quilted jacket. He climbed 
into these and raced back to the plane. He 
must have been acting not quite consciously, under 
the effect of a nervous shock. 

Now he was himself again and able to give Ba- 
labai a coherent account of the crash. 

“At fourteen hours today our flight of bombers 
to<A off from an aerodrome near Ivanovo. We had 
orders to bomb enemy trains on the Gomel-Bryansk 
line. We bombed them and were on the way back 
when we noticed the right engine '^-as in flames. 
The commander of the plane managed to pul out 
the fire by banking sharply, but the engine went 
out of commission. We began losing altitude. Wc 
saw we wouldn’t make our side of the front. ‘Bet¬ 
ter let’s crash than fall into the hands of the 
Germans,’ our commander. Comrade Volodin, pro¬ 
posed. We agreed. Volodin steered the plane toward 
a wood. But it turned out to be a thin orchard 
and wc weren’t killed. . . 

Here navigator Ragozin interrupted. He had got 
away with just bruises, but he couldn’t walk yet. 

“Comrade Commander, how many men are 
guarding us?” he asked softly. “Just three? Should 
be more. Please give orders to reinforce the 
guard—” 

“Comrade Commander, set up a machine gun 
on the hospital roof, take it from the plane,” Ma- 


299 



\iinov broke in. '“We've «ol a larpe-calibre pun 
there, .. . Don't you sec, \ve‘re flyers, and the Gor* 
mans'll tear us limb from limb. And there's a ra* 
dio 5et in tlic plane. Take it and send a report, .. .' 

Anybody might have taken the gunner and the 
nanpator for frightful cowards. But as we later 
Iranjed they were seasoned anin pilots wlio had 
been on twelve bombing missions deep beliind the 
enemy lines. Their stale is to be explained simply 
by itmorance of the situation. They had a complele- 
Iv dislorU'd idea of the situation in occupied ter- 
rilorv. They thought the place leoauxi with Hitler¬ 
ites. that they would have to ket^p looking behind 
all the time, and dropping to the ground and crawl¬ 
ing. And now they were certain the Hilleriti's 
would Itreak into the hospital any minute. 

This ignorance er>sl us dearly. There wore eases 
of flyers taking Uieir livc*s after a forces! 

landing on occupied territory luxause they didn't 
have a clear picture of the situation there. Volo<lin 
and liis comrades had been seeking death loo; it 
was only bv a miracle that they were alive. 

• X • 

An hour later Yemelvanov, the detachment feld- 
fOier, arrived with two carls. Balabai ordered all four 
flyers to be taken to the camp. He also h.nd all the 
armaments removed from the plane. The radio set 
unfortunately proved to be shattered. 

Volodin came to beside the campfire. \^Tlien he 
realized he was amonjr Soviet people his joy was 
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boundless. He wanted to express his gratitude to 
the partisans in some way, and asked that his 
suitcase be brought. Fighting down excruciating 
pain, he opened it and took out cigarettes, choco¬ 
late and recent Moscow newspapers. Aiter distrib¬ 
uting tltcse gifts among the partisans he lost con¬ 
sciousness. 

Maximov and Ragozin soon recovered. They 
were sent back across tlie frontline. Ryabov, the sec¬ 
ond pilot, was walking about, but not Volodin; 
after four months his legs were still in casts. 

We put a horse and sleigh at his disposal, and 
thus, reclining, Volodin rode out to the forest clear¬ 
ing in Februar)- 1942. From his sleigh he directed 
the construction of the airfield. 

Two months later Volodin was getting aroimd 
with a cane. He had become very attached to 
Yemelyanov, whom he called his saviour. Our young 
feldsher has spent many a night by the flyer’s cot 
and indeed had saved his life. But unfortunotely he 
hadn’t been able to put the cast on right and Vo¬ 
lodin’s hones knitted improperly. 

In November 1942 he was flown to Moscow. 
There skilled surgeons broke his legs again and 
reset them correctly. 

Volodin returned to the front in 1943. By the 
end of the war he had flown hundreds of missions. 

* * * 
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TTic landing field was irady. ’tt’e had cut down 
a couple of dozen trees, levelled out the snow¬ 
drifts. and appointed guards and equipped them 
with little flags. But then we realized that planes 
weren't likely to come in the daytime, and so we 
armed our guards with lanterns. Volodin vetoed the 
lanterns. He advised plenty of torches instead. 

“That’s simple,” he said. “Wind some rags 
.around sticks and soak them in oil or kerosene.” 

He himself laughed as he said this. We had 
all the sticks we w'anted, of course, nor were rags 
hard to find, but as for kerosene or oil— The men 
spent several days scraping resin from fir trees, 
then melted it down and dipped sticks witli rags 
wound around them into it. If Volo<iin had said that 
rugs had to be spread out all over the field or 
else planes wouldn't land, avc would have managed 
that too. 

^’c laid out heaps of brushwood according to 
a design transmitted to us by radio. The branches, 
you nvay bo sure, were the very best obtainable, 
and beneath them lay the very best straw, ready to 
flare up at the slightest spark. Then, a cup of al¬ 
cohol stood next to each heap. The guards had strict 
orders not to drink a swallow of it: they were to 
pour it over the dry brushwood as soon os they 
heard the drone of planes. ... 

We waited a long time. Se^’eral nights in a row 
all the members of the R.C. and headquarters 
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rode out to the landing field, which was located 
five kilometres from our camp. But no planes 
appeared. 

It is rather quiet in the forest in winter, espe¬ 
cially at night. But when a person has been wait¬ 
ing tensely for several nights running he is apt 
to take for the hum of an approaching plane the 
wind tossing the treetops, or the subdued conversa¬ 
tion of the guards, the ticking of a pocket watesh, 
or even the thumping of his own heart. 

Despite all his experience, Volodin himself made 
a mistake. On his orders the alcohol was potired 
over the branches one night and bonfires flared 
up. .. . All except one. It turned out that Uie man 
on duly beside that heap had fallen asleep, and 
Volodin had taken his snoring for the drone of an 
aeroplane engine. 

“Expect plane tomorrow,” we were informed 
over the radio. “Why didn’t it come yesterday?” 
we asked. The answer to that was. “Expect plane 
tomorrow.” We realized that there might be var¬ 
ious reasons, and that we didn’t have to know all 
of them. 

The night of February 11 we heard a loud, 
steady drone. A joyful alarm was sounded in the 
camp, where volunteer lookouts had heard it too. 
The wounded, even the severest cases, made their 
way out of the hospital in order not to miss the 
long-awaited moment. 
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Rockets shot up into the night sky: two green 
ones, one red and three white. This n.eant; Aero¬ 
drome in order, landing is possible. It also meant 
ll,.-it if the planes didn’t land we would have to 
engage the Germans in battle the next day to get 

more rockets. ^ 

For some reason the planes didn t land. They 

came down low. circled twice over the forest, 
turned nrouiul and flew ofl. Vie saw nine bright, 
twinkling liule stars fade away from us. The hum 
of the departing planes was dying away, and some¬ 
one had alrra<ly sworn in disappoinlmcnt. when 
Rud<lenly a voice slioutetl: 

I loading slmight for one of l\\o bonfires, and 
fairly fast, was a man in new white felt boots, a 
IKidded suit and a big fur hat. He was shouting 
something and waving his hand to us. 

Then we noticed another man. He was pulling 
at the shroud lines of his parachute in a frantic 
olTorl to avoid the crosm of a fir tree. 

“Keep to the riglil!” we shouted. 

Nevertheless he got caught on a branch and 
hung there, three metres from the groimd. He also 
wore a paddi*d suit and white felt boots. When the 
men ran up to him he asked in a di.spirilcd voice: 

“You partisans?” 

“We’re friends, brother, friends!” they replied. 

We could hear him heave a sigh of relief. 
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“Well, tlieii get me down, damn it!” he barked 
in quite a different lone, “and let me warm up at 
the bonfire. Those planes aren’t heated.” 

After the men. boxes, bundles and bags began 
descending from the sky. They had been dropped 
with good aim, within a radius of no more than 
two kilometres. W’e picked up twelve packages that 
night. 

Both parachutists proved to be radio operators, 
fine young lads. Did I say fine lads? \^Tiy. they 
were angels in padded suits, they were simply a 
miracle. We all hastened to slap them on the shoul¬ 
der or at least to pinch them and conviricc our¬ 
selves that they were really ordinary human beings. 
Only Kapranov maintained complete composure: 
he promptly ordered the parachutes folded; he 
counted tliem. and I’m not sure but what he ticket- 
e<I ihejii too. On finding holes in the silk lie shook 
Ills head in distress. As for the boxes and bags, 
he forbade anybody to touch them. 

Only after all the packages were piled together 
in one place did he allow them to he opened. 

We received many fine gifts. They included two 
latest model radio transmitters with batteries, eight 
light and tlirce heavy machine guns, several anti- 
lank guns and a dozen tommy guns. We got bul¬ 
lets. grenades and rockets of various colours. 

On learning that most of the packages contained 
food and clothing, the men were a bit put out. 
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Afler all, we realized lhal people in the Soviet 
rear were by no means geltin" all the things they 
had sent us as gifts. They sent us real smoked Mos- 
(ow sausage, fresh caviar, canned fruit and excel¬ 
lent cigarollcs. Of course, we woiihl not have mind¬ 
ed getting m.ikltorka instead of the Kazbek ciga¬ 
rettes, the more so since it would have taken up less 
room tlian the attractive boxes with the picture of 
a horseman in a tall Gtucasian fur cap galloping 
against a background of blue mountains. Wliat did 
we tieed such boxes for nnvwa\? 1 must say. though, 
that later on they came in liandy. and strange as 
it may seem, for agitational purposes.. . . 

Once while on the march we rode into an un¬ 
familiar village. When a group of old men had 
gathered around me I opened a new box of Kaz- 
h«*ks. h maile an enormous impression. I lot the box 
travel from hand to hand so that they all could read 
the trade mark “Yava. Moscow" on the hack. 

‘‘So that means you're really in touch with 
Moscow, eh?" 

A single concrete piece of evidence is more con¬ 
vincing to the peasant than a thousand words. 

Of the gifts we received that time, the five boxes 
of T.NT and three bundles of recent Moscow news¬ 
papers gladdcncN) us most of all. 

Among them was that day’s Pravda. No. that’s 
not right, the paper was dated the 11 th and we 
opened it at five in the morning on the I2th. But 
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since no one in ihe camp had slept that night we 
fell it was one and the same day. a happy day. 
filled with anxiety though it had been. 

This was indeed magic. There we were in the 
forest, heaven knows how far from Moscow, and 
we were reading the latest Pravda. Lven in Cherni¬ 
gov in peacetime %ve rarely got the Moscow news¬ 
papers that fast. And tlien Pravda and Izveslia 
were printed from matrices flown to Kiev. 

I hadn’t seen any newspapers of any kind for 
more than half a year and I couldn't tear myself 
away from these until I had read them from the 
first to the last line. 

The partisan camp turned into an enormous 
forest reading room. The very next day 1 ordered 
three hundred and fifty of the four hundred copies 
of the Moscow papers that wc had received to be 
sent out to Uie various districts. Fourteen messen¬ 
gers departed with a speri.il issue of our leaflet 
announcing that contact by aeroplane with the Main¬ 
land had been established. They also carried that 
most powerful of explosives, our Bolshevdk news¬ 
papers. 

Our other explosive. TNT, made it possible for 
us to start planning substantial demolition opera¬ 
tions on the railways. Wc formed a siMreial demo¬ 
lition .squad, wliich set out soon after for the Go- 
mel-Bryansk line. 

* * * 


20 » 


307 



The German invaders continued drawing up 
troops toward our forest. German and Magyar 
units were rushed in by train and in trucks from 
Novozybkov, from Gomel and from Chernigov. Our 
scouts reported that they didn't tarry in Shchors. 
N'ovgorod-Seversk and Koryukovka: after a day's 
rest they were protnpth sent out to villages in our 
vicinity. 

It was not hard to guess that a decisive attack 
was in preparation. 

At Rvaiiov's proposal we decided on the follow¬ 
ing tactics: to tackle the enemy groujw singly, and 
in the main nowh-arrixed units which had not 
yet had time to acquaint iJiemselves with the silun. 
tinn. 

On the night of MarcJi 7 we routed the police 
garrison in Guta Sludcnciskaya. a big village six 
kilometres from our fon*sl. In this battle we cap¬ 
tured and executed Moroz, tlie chief of police of 
Koryukovka District. Among his papers we found 
instructions from a German major pointing out 
that the police units were to act under Senior 
Lieutenant Kemeri. the cotnmander of a Magyar 
battalion, who would have his headquarters in the 
town of Ivanovka. 

Our scouts went there at once. They brought 
bock the news Uiat there were no less than 200 
Magyars in Ivanovka. 

On March 0 and 10 a fascist scout plane ap- 
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pr-ared over our camp repeatedly. I forhade bonfires 
to he Jiphted and stoves heated. 

-At four in the morning on Marrli 11 three of 
our companies headed by Popudrenko climbed out 
of their sleighs some seven kilometres from Iva- 
novka. From there the men went on foot through 
the dee-p snow. Most of them had to plough through 
snow up to their chests; we didn’t have enough skis 
to go around. But all these difficulties were more 
than worth it. for the Magyars were taken by sur¬ 
prise. It took a full forty minutes before the enemy 
began putting up a stiff resistance. 

It was a very tense battle. The enemy had at 
least six heavy machine guns, two small-calibre 
field pieces and se\’eral mortars. Besides, they had 
many more tommy guns than we. And by the end 
of the l>atllc they had managed to summon planes 
and reinforcements from Shchors. 

The reinforcements got a good drubbing too. The 
Magyars and the polizci fled. We ^gained complete 
control of Ivanovka and captured rich booty: four 
heavy and eight light machine guns, twenty thou¬ 
sand rounds of ammunition, a good supply of pro¬ 
visions, and, what came in most handy, some hun¬ 
dred and fifty wool blankets. 

We counted more than one hundred and fifty 
dead soldiers and polizei on the streets and in the 
houses. 
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Our losses were twelve men. anionc them Gro- 
iiH’iiko. coininaiMlrr of i on))ian\ Otic. 

He was killed while leading his men into at¬ 
tack. A bullet pierced his forehead, and he fell on 
his back into the snow. 

Lysenko, the company's political instructor, look 
over command and led the men forward. The com¬ 
pany carried out its as.-iignnienl hrilliantU. 

On the night of the eleventh we buried our 
comrades-in-arni'i. 

Tile coffin containing the body of Sidor Roma¬ 
novich Gronienko was wrapped in parachute silk. 
Pine torches lit up the forest. All the R.C. mem¬ 
bers and lh«' officers t«iok turns standing in the 
guard of honour. 

.\fter speeches about the lives of the dead com- 
r.ados had been delivered, volley’s fired by four 
hundred rifles rang out over the open brotherhood 
grave. 

Then the men went to their dugouts. and an 
unusual silence fell over the partisan forest. They 
were exhausted after the many hours of fighting 
and the difficult march. But despite their wevariness 
they couldn't fall asleep for a long time. 

The genera! mood of solemn grief was espe¬ 
cially marked in the dugouts of the companv Gro- 
menko had commanded. The women wopl. On the 
fares of many of the fighting men. both young and 
old. one could read puizlement. and even dismay. 
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Popudrenko, Yaremenko, Druzhinin. Rvanov and 
I went into the dugout in which Gromenko liad 
lived. His papers had to be collected and looked 
over. But to tell the truth, we simply wanted to 
imagine Gromenko alive again, to have another look 
at the little corner that had been his. 

In the dugout, whicli housed forty men. a rough- 
hewn trestle bed stood separated from the com¬ 
mon plank beds by a passage one step wide. One 
corner of the bed was trinuned unevenly. Near il.s 
head the round side of a grey boulder stuck out of 
the earth. 

A pine root jutted out near the boulder. It 
had been scraped clean and its ends trimmed, hut 
it was still alive. It branched out and curved 
upwards, looking like a pair of antlers. Popudrenko 
recalled that Gromenko had said the root continued 
growing, and had grown five centimetres in two 
months. 

On the root bung a map case and the prey sum¬ 
mer cap Gromenko used to wear bark in Chernigov 
when he was manager of the seed control station. 

A few books on the bed look the place of a 
pillow. They were covered with a clean, though 
unironed, tunic. A length of black cloth served 
a blanket. On it lay a plastic soap-dish he had 
forgotten to take along in his hurry before the 
battle. In it. besides a little niakhorka. was a short 
piece of a file, a charred, lightly twisted bit of 
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rlotli and a fragment of qiiarJz: this was a common 
contraption for making fire. 

Here lay all the properly of Sidor Romanovich 
Gromenko* in |)cacelinie an agronomists in wartime 
a partisan oflicer. 

In llic map rase wo found a cop\l)Ook half 
filled wilh brief |>encil noles* a photograph of his 
wife and a copy, folded in four, of Prax^da of 
July k 101L \sith Stalin's speech and portrait. 

On our return to the headquarters dugout wc 

looked through Gronienko's iKJoks. They had all 

e\'i<lrnllv been picked up in ureeked house's after 

battle. Tliere was the stvond volume of If ar and 

Pcaci\ a hook on bee-keeping. Fadeyex's Drfvats 

and an asriculliiral handbook. . . • 

% 

The copybook conlaiiicd outlines of talks Gro- 
Ilienko had delivered to his men, plans of opera¬ 
tions uliirh ive had eondueted. and brief personal 
notes, obviously jotted down in haste. I at once 
reralled conversations I had had wilh him long 
ago. The first time I met him I saw nothing of 
the partisan in him, and I decided he would never 
make a real officer. 

I must admit I was mistaken. 

Gromenko proved to be a very brave, resolute 
and intelligent officer. What I want to stress, how¬ 
ever. is not so much this as the fact that he was 
a completely new type of partisan officer. 

Ry calling Gromenko was neitlier a partisan 
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nor an officer. He was an agronomist, a builder 
of life. It wasn’t tbe war that had pushed him 
forward or that had revealed his abilities. But in 
the war he continued ser\’ing the j>eople the only 
way in which he could—honestly, selflessly, heart 
and soul. 

Gromenko’s place was taken by an educator, a 
man who used to head the regional department of 
education. The commander of Company Two w’as a 
school principal, a teacher of hislor>'. 

Company Three was commanded by a district 
committee secretary. They all learned to endure 
privations, to eommand men. to fight the Germans. 
Like Gromenko, they fought out of necessity. Tliey 
became good partisan officers because they were 
deeply cognizant of this necessity. They all. of 
course, would have preferred to be engaged in 
peaceful constructive pursuits. 

Here are several excerpts from Gromenko’s copy¬ 
book. I have selected those I feci might give sonic 
idea of his character. 

“December 14. Interrogated a German. He kept 
saying ‘Kamerad.’ Said he’s a worker, and a metal 
worker at that. Showed us his hands. Yes, black 
calluses. But there wasn’t a drop of mercy for him 
in my heart. He shouted *11130110300. kommunisti* 
schc, Karl Marx.’ ‘Why did you betray your Thael- 
mann?’ I adeed him through the interpreter. He 
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Mid lie rouldn'i have done ollienviw. they made 
him. I asked liim: ‘\^Tiat will you do if we lei you 
po?* He said he'd start preparing for the revolu¬ 
tion. And iiniler his nose he had a moustache like 
Hitler's, and there was a Nazi party card in his 
coat lining. 

“December 19. \^’as summoned to the R.C. Got a 
roasting that made me sweat, even though it was 
more than iwentv l>elow. First Nikolai Nikitich tack* 
led me. Started yi-lling good and loud. But I'm 
not the least afraid of his yelling. He's a kind 
soul. Seems to me only an enemy could be afraid 
of bim. He veils a while, and then he's sure to 

4 

smile. Gels over it fast. Everybody likes him. I 
like him too. lie went at me for not wanting to 
leave the Ueimentarovka Forest. 'Think we're going 
to baby you?' he says. ‘Just listen to him—has a 
dissenting opinion, the supreme court justice has.... 
Rvnnov gave you the order alxiut getting ready to 
leave, didn't he? Then why are you delaying?' But 
I stuck to my opinion and said I wasn't going to 
leave. Fvodorov turne<l his big eyes on me and 
said: ‘Admit you don't want to leave because your 
family's not far from here. Comrade Gromenko. 
don't you go thinking up reasons. Keep in mind 
that if you do you may find yourself out of the 
Parly.' Well, of course. 1 pul up my hands. 

“Why? Did I get seared of Fyodorov? At that 
moment I myself didn't realize clearly that the 
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reason I wanted lo slay was that the family was 
near. I gave other reasons, bul it was in the back 
of my mind thal I had to go see the folks every 
once in a while. Nothing for it. the diagnosis was 
correct. After the R.C. meeting a wise guy came 
up to me and wliispered: ‘What's it matter if they 
expel you from t!)e Parly? They'll be the losers. 
Your platoon's one of the best. The fellows'll go 
with you. You’ll be your own boss....’ I cursed 
him up and down. Don’t know why I didn't sock 
him. As lo organizational measures, that's up to 
the H.C. 

“January 9. Cave it to the poUfei in Pogorcltsy. 
This was the second time we looked in there. Pop¬ 
ulation met us like brothers, Tlie ceiling of the 
room where the platoon commander lived was full 
of bullet holes. ‘What kind of men are these po- 
lizci. Grandma?’ I asked the woman who owned 
llie house. She twitched her mouth and said, ‘They're 
shameless hooligans, they’ve drunk away their 
conscience and forgotten their God. Look what my 
Nikitka thought up.’ She pointed to an icon rid¬ 
dled with huilet hoic.s. ‘That Nikitka any relative 
of yours?’ I asked her. ‘We shot him. you know. 
Grandma.’ ‘He died the way he lived,’ she said. 
‘He used lo be a grandson of mine.’ ‘So you’re dis¬ 
owning him. eh. Grandnia?’ She looked at me grave¬ 
ly and answ’cred, T used lo curse him. Even 
w'hen he was just a boy he used bad words. They 
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threw him out of school, the scoundrel, and out of 
the Komsomol too. He was the laziest fellow in the 
whole kolklioz. Only place he was a member was 
the saloon.’ 

“ ‘You talk about God all the lime. Grandma.’ 

1 said. ‘I don’t belie\’e in God either. Communists 
and Komsomol members, you know, don’t believe 
in God.’ ‘Evenbodv knows that.’ she said. ‘The 
Tatars, they have a tliflcrent Go<l. but some of 
them are real good folk.’ ‘We don't recognize the 
Tatar God either,’ I said. ‘Tltal’s all right. You 
recognize human beings. Sc'c how nice you’re talk¬ 
ing to an old’woman. How we waited for you. 
waite<l and wailed! Sit down now. please, and try 
some chec.*e....’ 

“Februar)’ 1. Had a talk with the commander 
of Company Two. Balal>ai. .\ good person. The war 
hasn’t unhumanized him one bit. He’s got a dagger 
more than half a metre long, and I've seen him 
run it righi through a fascist, slaughter him like a 
pig. do you think, is the war spoiling you. 

roughening your character?’ I a.«kcd him. ‘After 
(ill. you never killed people before.’ He smiled. He 
lias a kind smile. He answered like this: ‘1 covd In'i 
kill a man now cither. Do you understand?’ I n.sked 
him to explain. He thought a bit and then added: 
*I.«rs suppose 1 become terribly poor. Even so 1 
couldn’t become a bandit or a murderer. Or if I 
quarrel with a comrade I’m not going to attack him 
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with a knife: nar would ! kill a woman out of 
jealousy, or hurt a child.' I persisted. ‘In that case 
what influence has the war had on you; has your 
character changed?’ ‘What a question, of course 
it has.' But here he was called away. I thought 
about it afterwards: just how have we changed? 

“I never imagined I would make a partisan. In 
the first place, I was happy to find out I wasn’t 
a coward; in the second place, that I can take or¬ 
ders, acknowledge the authority of a superior officer. 
Even when it’s very difficult and I think he’s wrong 
I fight down this feeling and afterwards I don’t 
let anybody complain. T. was egging me on against 
Fyodorov, trying to start a squabble. 1 told him 
to stop it. And the main change is lliat all of us, 
even Fyodorov and the commissar, who are Parly 
workers, have become still heller Communists. 
W’e’re going through a course in pr.ictical political 
education. 

"February 2. No. it’s time and love of country 
that are making commanders of us. Take Fyodo¬ 
rov. Was he ever a commander? He's a working 
man; when he was Iriimning logs with the men 
for the dugout yesterday he fell into a gay mood 
right away. The worker and the peasant, they’re 
always builders. And besides, we’ve been taught 
to see the future. The war, of course, isn’t the 
main thing in our lives, and I w'on’l tell my grand¬ 
children about it on principle. 


Si7 



‘‘February 8. Am rereading (far anJ Peace. 
Don't understand those people. They don't think 
about the future at all. about how to build life 
alter the war. 

"March 3. Mishka brought me a chicken he’d 
roasted over the fire. That was about three liours 
after the l>alile. He'd fought like a lion and 1 
praised him in front of his comrades. Was this the 
reason, I wonder? He gave me the chicken on the 
quiet. ‘Where'd vou gel it?’ I asked him. He said 
it was running doum the street without its head; 
j)robably a mine splinter'd taken it off. He forgot 
that about two weeks ago ho told me the same 
story about a goose, that a mine had taken its head 
off too. I took the chicken and went over to the 
fire. I told the boys 1 thought the matter was a 
political one. I asked thent what they thought. All 
of thorn were hungry, and they looked at that chick- 
«*n with shining eyes. Kolsura >poke up. ‘That's 
a ilouble crime on Mishka's part.' he said, ‘A lie. 
and then trying to make up to his officer.’ 'What 
about chicken stealing, doesn’t that count?’ ‘Before 
the war a chicken cost three rubles in the village,’ 
Kotsura answered. ‘Didn’t we earn that three rubles 
in the battle?' Then political instructor Lysenko 
look the floor and spoke long and convincingly 
nlH)ut how the peasantry judges us partisans on 
the basis of trifles like that. Everyone agreed. 
Mishka asked to he forgiven. Then I asked the men 



whai to do with U)e chicken. They all yelled. ‘Eal 
it. Comrade Commander, no use dividing it.’ 1 
threw it into the fire. Mishka snatched it out and 
ran ofT. The fellows ran after him but couldn't 
catch up with him. Later we learned he took the 
chicken to the hospital and gave it to the wounded. 
Try and figure it out. 

“March 4. I told my young men about Acade¬ 
mician Lysenko’s experiments^ then about the har¬ 
vests of the future in general and of how the So¬ 
viet Government was working for high productivity 
of labour. I quoted Lenin about labour productivi¬ 
ty being in the final analysis the most important 
thing for the victory of the Communist system. 
That brought us up to what Communism is. The)' 
listened very attentively. Svistunov. a boy of nine¬ 
teen, said, ‘Now I or Vasya Korobko, maybe we’ll 
live to see it. Bui you and Popudrenko and Fyodo¬ 
rov can hardly hope to. Fifteen five-year plans, 
no less, is what is needed to reach Communism, 
isn’t it?’ ‘Less, what d’you mean, Svistunov!’ the 
fellows yelletl out right away. Vasya Korobko quick¬ 
ly multiplied. ‘Fifteen by five makes seventy-live, 
and so you won’t live to sec it either, Svistunov.’ 

“‘Each five-year plan will be fulfilled in four 
or maybe three years, so I’ll live to see if.’ Svis¬ 
tunov protested. TTien Vasya Korobko added, ‘Scien¬ 
tists are working for longevity. You’ll be sure to 
live to see Communism, take my word for it. 
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('oinr.icle ConimaiKler.' I caughl on: the boys want- 
ciJ in smooth over Svislunov's tactless words atid 
comfort me. ‘Thank you, comrades.' I said. The^' 
tluinked me too. for the talk. One really does want 
to live to see it! 

* * * 

On March 2'k after blocking off all the roads 
aiul paths leading out tif ihi- ^eliiio wooils. 
the Gernian invaders launched a decisive attack 
against the partisan camp. Seven thousand Ger¬ 
mans, Magyars and polizei went into action to cti- 
circle and wipe out nine hundred partisans. 

Tlic command of the occupation forces had 
spent a long time preparing this blow. We had 
prepared for it loo. Howe^’cr, there was quite a 
hig diflercnce in the preparations. 

I was told about Bessarab's gloomy tvitlicism 
on this account. He compared the Hitlerites witlt 
hangmen and us with the victims. 

“Both, ahem, er, are preparing, l)iit the differ- 
dice is one is soaping llie noose and the other is 
twisting his neck." 

That the Hitlerites were hangmen was beyond 
nil doubt. They called their offensive against tlte 
partisan camp a punitive expedition; of its succes.s 
they were certain; and they really were soaping 
nooses for us. But we had no inteqition whatsoever 
of putting out our necks. 
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What were the preparalions of the fascists? Dur¬ 
ing the previous months of occupation they had 
established their comn'.andanls in all the district 
centres and large villages, set up a police force and 
woven an espionage and intelligence net. They now 
had a slarosla and a deputy starosla in ever>’ vil¬ 
lage. Groups of auxiliary police had been formed 
in almost all the villages. 

The enemy’s attempts to send spies into the 
partisan detachments and establish regular contact 
with them had invariably ended in failure. We 
caught the spies in short order. The Germans didn’t 
know the plans of our command, the location of 
our headquarters, landing field or radio station, 
or the secret partisan paths. 

Concerning the detachment’s size, armaments 
and organizational structure they had highly con¬ 
tradictory information. 

They knew, of course, approximately where the 
borders of our domains were. Such information 
could not be concealed. The plan of the German 
command was extremely simple: to cut off the dis¬ 
trict in which we were stationed, mass forces, draw a 
light ring around us and comb the forest, thus putting 
an end to the largest group of Chernigov partisans. 

Our intelligence service operated with much 
more success than did the German. We almost 
alwa>'s had most accurate information about the 
invaders’ intentions and even about the dales set 
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for llic opcralioiis ll)ey planned. They tliem«elve5 
adniitU’d as much. Here, for instance, is %vhal Co¬ 
lonel General S^ainhatliaj cliief of the Royal Hun¬ 
garian General SlafT. wrote in a letter of inslruc- 
lions which we intercepted: 

■■'riie intelligence, infonnalion and communi¬ 
cation service of Uie partisans is well developed. 
It works with exceptional speed and reliability. 
They receive infonnalion about wlial is going on 
at the front sooner than the units guarding the 
oeeiipied territur>. and the smallest inovcinent of 
onr units is no secret to them whatsoever.” 

risewhere this letter reads: 

“Tliorc is no need to obtain detailed and tho¬ 
rough information about the partisans because by 
the lime the intelligence data reaches the coiiimand 
of the units assigned to clear the given territory 
and the units go into action, the various partisan 
detachments are sure to he notified througli their 
exceptional information system of the approach of 
our units and will no longer he found in their pre¬ 
vious locations anpvay.” 

Wo learned of the enemy’s intentions on March 
22, hut instead of slipping away in good time we 
devided to give battle. 

The Germans and Hungarians may really have 
imagined that more than three thousand partisans 
were concentrated in the Yelino woods. Actually 
there were 923 of us, counting the wounded and 
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the sick. We %vere hungry and poorly clad, and we 
were short of ammunition. 

How could we have let things go so far that 
the Hitlerites were able to surround us and launch 
an operation to wipe us out? Wias this an error of 
judgment on tlie part of our command, the result 
of carelessness, or, still worse, a realization that 
our position was hopeless? 

If these questions had been put to the Hitlerite 
officers who were throwing their soldiers into ac. 
lion against us, they would have answered, of 
course, that the partisan tactics had failed and that 
the partisans’ hours were numbered. 

'Hiis was just what we wanted. Let the fascists 
think we were stupid and overconfident. 

Tlic basis of jiartisan tactics is movement; not 
simply movement from one place to another but 
movement which the enemy doesn’t expect. Always 
in the minority, the partisans can’t get along with¬ 
out using cunning. Not only their offensive must 
be unexpected but their retreat loo. 

The word “retreat” as understood in the army, 
though, was not applicable to the partisans. We 
had nowhere to retreat. We could only slip away. 

This is easy for a small detachment of up to 
a hundred men. But how is a detachment of almost 
a thousand fighting men, wdth machine guns, trench 
mortars, a hospital, baggage train and a prinlshop, 
to slip away unnoticed? 
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If such Q dclachmeiil were in a forest stretching 
for hundreds of kilometres it would be able lo make 
3 night march of thirty or forty kilometres and the 
enemy wouldn l be able to find out inunedialcly to 
what section of the forest it liad moved. 

Although the Yelino woods are considered one 
of tJie largest in Chernigov Region. Uicy really 
aren't so verv big- a|)|>ro\imatcly fifti'en kilome¬ 
tres by Iweiit). Tliey come up almost lo the woods 
of Oryol (now Bryansk 1 Region, and are connected 
by coppices with the Rounentarovka Forest and the 
(iiilino w()tKls, in which we had been located before. 
Rut a delaclimcnl like ours coubhri move un¬ 
noticed from one forest tract to another, especially 
at tlial lime, w’hen in every single village in the 
area there was a punitive unit ready lo clash with 
us. I have already mcnlioncjl that while these units 
were being massed wc worried them singly. Then 
they had had poor tics with one another and had 
been unfamiliar with Oie locality. Now the ring 
around us had been drawn together, the forest was 
patrolled, and enemy planes circled overhead from 
dawm lo dusk. Pushing our way through meant 
giving battle. 

Wc could have broken through, of course, and 
gone back to the Reimentajovka Forest or the 
Oryol woods, but then we should have had to do 
hea\7 fighting on the march. The enemy would 
have done everything he could to engage us on 
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open terrain, where he could use his tanks and 
where German planes would have a much easier 
time dealing with us. 

There was still another way out: slipping 
through the enemy's fingers in small groups. At a 
conference of the officers there were several who 
favoured this way out, but we rejected it. Agreeing 
to it would have meant jeopardizing the very exis¬ 
tence of the big detachment, for the groups might 
easily lose track of one another. The idea of split¬ 
ting up into small detachments arose every time 
serious difficulties confronted us. 

The R.C. of the Parly held firmly to the view¬ 
point that the big detachment had to be preserved. 
And as if to confirm the correctness of our sUand, 
we received a radiogram from Moscow saying that 
on the night of March 22 six planes would bring 
us ammunition, guns, provisions and reinforcements. 
We were told to keep the landing field in full read¬ 
iness. 

At an R.C. mooting and later in headquarters 
we adopted the following plan: We would let the 
enemy units penetrate into llie forest. We would 
set up three defence lines. On the first two we 
would open fire after letting the enemy come within 
fifty to seventy metres. We would mine all the roads, 
paths and lanes. Mines going off would be the sig¬ 
nal the battle had begun. Only after the enemy 
reached the third defence line, that U, the very camp 
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limit?, would we begin to withdraw. The companies 
would withdraw in turn, atx'ording to on order 
i-^sued. at intervals of no less than fifteen minutes. 

Yes, we decided to go away, after all. Since, 
according to our calculations, tlie majority of the 
village garrisons of Germans and Magv’ars would 
be taking part in the operation, toward the end 
of tlie Iwiltlc wc wouldn't he apt to meet especially 
active resistance along the path of our withdrawal. 
l)C.«i<les. we [danned to confuse the enemy and give 
him a false idea of the route by which we were 
wididrawing. 

The main thing. hoave\-er. was to give the Ger¬ 
mans a reception that would kill any furtlier de¬ 
sire on their part to try and encircle onr detachment. 
Wc liad to deal the enemy a powerful counter blow, 
spread confusion in his ranks and take advantage 
of this confusion to move to new positions in full 
strength. 

Spring usually begins in Chernigov Region at 
the end of March. But that year there were no signs 
of it yet. Of course, it w’as milder than in February, 
but still it never got milder than fifteen below. Tlie 
cold served our purpose, though. If a thaw began 
we naturally wouldn’t have been able to make a 
quick move, for we were planning to use sleighs; 
wc hadn’t had lime yet to acquire a single cart. 

All the men knew of the coming battle. Each 
unit knew the exact section it would defend. Nn- 
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lurally, we couldn't say we were planning to with¬ 
draw, for that might have put the men in a bad 
frame of mind. Tlie order read: fight to the death, 
defend the camp to the last bullet. 

By the way, a few words about bullets, and 
about ammunition in general. In recent battles we 
had captured a considerable number of guns, but 
w’e had very few Russian cartridges and mines left. 
We kept informing Moscow that we weren’t com¬ 
plaining about food and expected more guns and 
ammunition. 

But no planes had come to us for about a month. 

The night of March 22 none of us closed his 
eyes for a minute. Actually the fighting began on 
the 22nd. At about three o’clock in the afternoon 
a group of polizei approached the camp from the 
direction of Yelino. We sent out Bessarab’s com¬ 
pany to meet them. He outflanked them by a cle¬ 
ver manoeuvre, took them by surprise and mowed 
down almost the entire group with machine-gun 
fire. Thirteen polizei surrendered. When questioned 
they confirmed that the occupants were launching 
an offensive not later than the next morning. To¬ 
ward evening the enemy occupied Yelino. 

All of us were on edge. The men were nervous. 
There was a crank who started saying goodbye to 
his comrades as though he were going to his death. 
To do the comrades justice, they gave this panic- 
monger such a workout that he groaned all night 
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long. Tliis funerrol mood may have gripped no 
more than two or three persons, hut they kept 
their iroulhs shut. Bessarab was so raring to go 
after h is siKxcss tliat ho supgesipd going out and 
atlacking llio nill^rilr. first in^l»‘ad of waiting for 
tlicm to attack us. 

The men were nerroiis eliiefly bei atise they had 
to wait patiently; tliis had to lx* done to fdve the 
enemy the iinprc-sion we didn’t know a thing. To¬ 
ward morning we lit honfires on the landing field. 
Tliere and then the men slaughtered three horses, 
hoilcd big elninks of meal in pails and ale al¬ 
most their fill before the b.ittlc. True, tlicre was 
nothing else to juit in the >oup. nor did they man¬ 
age to salt it projierly. Nomihcless. they had a 
square meal. There was just one follow, poor 
ehap, wiio couhln’t stand horse meal in any form, 
fie had begun to swell from hunger. Luckily the 
raptured polizvi happened to have a little bread. 

German planes appeared above the bonhres 
and dropped a few bombs. Foiiunatelv there were 
no casualties. The German flyers must have thought 
us complete idiots that night. But we couldn’t put 
out the fires. The previous time we lit them when 
we heard the sound of our planes, but now German 
planes were droning constantly overhead and wo 
feared we ivouldn’l hear ours. 

Meanwhile time was passing. Dawn was draw¬ 
ing near and still our planes hadn’t come. Though 
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we tried to keep up our spirits, we realized ver>' 
well that if they didn't come and drop us ammu¬ 
nition our position would be desperate. 

We did not admit this to one another at the 
time. Not even at the conference of officers or among 
the R.C. members had anyone mentioned the fact 
that our only salvation lay in support from Moscow. 
Our aeroplane contact with Moscow was not yet 
regular and we had no right to pin our hopes on 
it. But hope we did. Ever>'one gazed up into the 
black starry sky and listened intently. On all sides 
the men could be heard saying: 

“Ours aren’t like that; ours hum quietly, with¬ 
out a whine.” 

“Fritz goes ooo-ooo-ooo but ours make a nice 
cheery sound.” 

Tlie sky began to pale. Now wc all realized no 
help would be forthcoming, that we would have 
to hold out with the forces we had. I caught my¬ 
self thinking that after all it was a pity we hadn’t 
moved away in good time. If the detachment had 
mustered all its forces that night and struck on one 
sector we would have broken through the ring and 
would now l>e a long way off, in comparative 
safety. 

But ! said nothing to the comrades and they 
said nothing to me. Only a few days later did they 
admit they had been thinking the very same thing 
at (hat moment. 
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Shortly after six o'clock explosions ran" out 
on the side of Guta Studenctskaya. That was the 
Hitlerites stumbling on a mine field. Nikolai Nikit¬ 
ich immetliately jumped on a horse and galloped 
off in that ilireclion. The hustle and bustle of battle 
started. Solitary rifle shots rang out on all sides. 
A gun boomed. The first shell sped by over our 
heads. A machine gun l>egan chattering. The sound 
told us it was our .Maxim. And suddenly from my 
command post I saw a parachute floating slowly 
earthwards. 

No one had reported yet that the planes had 
come. How did I miss them? Rvanov. Balitsky 
and Yaromenko, who were at the CP with me. 
misse<! them too. , 

“Maybe it’s a German landing party?” someone 
cried out. 

The parachutes came down in a bunch. That 
meant they had been dropped from a low altitude. 
Two messengers ran up to us at the same time. 
One of them said the Gennan scout planes had 
turned tail the instant our planra appeared. 
Tlie other, coming from Company One, reported 
that Hitlerites were marching along a forest lane 
at full height and were yelling; they were clearly 
drunk. No loss than fifty of them had already been 
laid low. 

Still another messenger came running up, from 
Balabai at the first defence line. He said the boys 
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were holding out well and swore our planes had 
dropped several bombs on an enemy group. 

“One of them came hedge-hopping and opened 
up with a large-calibre. Did he gi\'c it to those 
fascists with tracers!” 

The men instantly picked up this news and 
spread it through all our units. I could judge by 
my own reaction how heartening it was. That really 
was something—planes from the Mainland joining 
in the battle together with us! 

The bags and boxes that fell from the sky were 
opened up in a flash. The machine guns and trench 
mortars were put together right on the spot and 
moved up to the bring line at once. 

They were heavily greased, and each part should 
have been carefully cleaned with a rag before as¬ 
sembly. But in the haste and general excitement no 
one looked for rags. The men threw off their pad¬ 
ded jackets and caps and hurriedly wiped the guns 
with them, then put their grease-stained things on 
again and plunged into battle. 

The ammunition carriers took mines and bul¬ 
lets right out of boxes that had dropped from 
the sky. One machine gun in a Uiick canvas bag 
got stuck in tlie top of a tree. Three men climbed 
up after it at the same lime. 

The boys fought well that day! Every tree, every 
little hollow became a pillbox of ours. We had no 
snipers in the strict sense of the word, but we had 
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|)lenty of poocf Jihnrp, Tlip> wraitiMod up trees like 
ffjuirrels and fired tke enemy from llicre. 

The Germans and Magyars advanced from all 
four sides. After al)oul two hours they forced us 
lo fall hark from our first defence line. But this 
compelled Uiem to cease artillery fire lest they hit 
their own men. Even so they had lost no less than 
two luiiidred in killed by that litne. We also lost 
inanv nien. Arsenty Kovtun was killed. So was 
squad leader Ma/epin. One of our best nurses, 
Klava Markova, broucht in nine gravely wounded 
men. and when she <Tawle<l out for the tenth she 
was cut down by a bullet. 

The Hitlerites pressed fonvard stubbornly re¬ 
gardless of their losses. They drove the polizei and 
the Maijvars into the line of fire and moved up 
under cover of their dead bodies. Tlic battle hod 
already been going on for several hours. \^’e had 
no opportunity whatsoever to prepare anvthiim lo 
eat. No one opened the food packages the planes had 
(lro|>|>et{. Kapranov had «liffirully finding men to 
gather them up and load them into sleighs. The 
wounded suffered most, of course. There wasn’t 
even time to bandage them properly. 

By two o’clock we had succeeded in finding a 
gap in the line around us and in getting our baggage 
train out through it. \^’e led fifty sleighs out of the 
forest and sent them to Gulino, the first stopping 
place of the regional detachment. We managed this 
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only because at the same time twenty sleighs moved 
ofT in the opposite direction, toward the Br>’ansk 
woods, thus distracting the enemy s attention. 

In those twenty sleighs were only sixty men. 
headed by the political instructor of Company Two, 
Nakhaba. A team of our best horses was harnessed 
to each sleigh, and they carried them along at a 
spanking pace. This group had a special mission. 
Much depended on how it was carried out. Scouts 
brought in the news that die group had managed to 
shake off the Germans following it. So far every¬ 
thing was going as planned. 

The fascists continued to advance. Around three 
o’clock they succeeded in breaching our second de¬ 
fence line. However, they didn't dare to comb the 
forest; they preferred to keep to the lanes and paths. 

A little past four, when it began to grow dark, 
the fascists cooled dowm. After ten hours of fight¬ 
ing they still hadn’t managed to reach our camp. 
The fact that the attacking forces preferred to 
keep to the clearings and lanes resulted in the 
German command not knowing where their front 
or their rear was, the more so since our men made 
their way to sections the Germans had passed 
through and fired at them from behind. 

And now the final part of our plan began to 

go into operation* 

The Hitlerites started hastily drawing bade some 
of their companies and massing them in the north- 
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eastern sector. Tins meant that political instructor 
Nakhaba's group had fulfilled its mission. 

This group had been ordered to drive through 
six or seven villages on the road to the Bryansk 
woods, start a panic there and spread the rumour 
that Fyodorov had been smashed, that he and I*o- 
pudrenko had flo^vn off to Moscow in the morning 
and that the remnants of the routed partisans were 
fleeing in disorder toward the Zlynka woods. 

The Hitlerites fell for this. They packed several 
companies into trucks and sent them to cut oQ the 
“flight.” 

Now we could breathe more freely. I issued an 
order for the men to withdraw from battle platoon 
by platoon with the fall of darkness and make for 
Ciilino in the wake of the baggage train. 

Since we had mined all the exits from the fo¬ 
rest and it was impossible to look for the mines in 
the dark, each group of partisans drove a horse 
and sleigh ahead of it. The unfortunate horses were 
blown up, thus clearing the way. The men w-ere so 
famished that they cut off chunks of steaming raw 
Ijorsellcsh and ate it. 

Some twenty-five kilometres from the Yelino 
woods We halted in a deep gully overgrown with 
bushes to wait for all the units to come up. The 
men were completely exhausted. Kapranov ordered 
his commissary platoon to open the food boxes. 
This time he himself went around distributing makh- 


33^ 



orka. canned goods and smoked sausage. But more 
than anything in the world the men wanted to 
sleep. They flung themselves doum on the snow 
and went off to sleep at once. 

We had to appoint special sentries to nudge 
the sleepers, for it was more than fifteen below. In 
the heat of battle many of the comrades had thrown 
off their quilted Jackets and left them in the forest. 
Fires were out of the question. Vi'licn they lit ciga- 
rellcs the men covered their heads with their jackets, 
for German planes were still circling in the dark sky. 

Within two hours all our companies had gath¬ 
ered. We should have moved on without a minute’s 
pause, but the men were completely worn out. Even 
the hardiest began to beg for a rest. 

And here a miracle occurred. 

Men lying flat in the snow, weak and numb 
with weariness, rose; the wounded stopped groaning, 
and some of them sunnounted their pain and climbed 
out of the sleighs. I was so exhausted ni>'sclf 
that I felt I couldn’t lift a hand or turn my head, 
but a few minutes later I was up and dancing with 
the young ones.. .. 

This is what happened. Our radiomen had been 
groping around in the ether, trying to pick up the 
news, when suddenly they tuned in on a request 
concert for partisans. This was the first time we 
had picked up a concert of this kind. The loud¬ 
speaker was at once fastened to tlie nearest tree, of 
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course, an<l a crowd gathered around it in an 
instant. 

W’e had sent in requests by radio long before, 
and our impatience as we wailed to see if they 
would be played was understandable. 

The announcer said: “ViVre playing Dunayev- 
sky's Song of ^^y Native Land for partisan Seme- 
nisly, of the detachment commanded by Comrade 
Kovpak." 

After Uiat: “We’re playing KaJehovka for par¬ 
tisan Pyotr Glushik, machine gunner in Palya’s de¬ 
tachment.” 

Piano chords floated to us through the ether 
from Moscow. The Pyatnitsky choir sang for the 
partisans. Valeria Bar.sova trilled like a nightingale, 
and Konstantin Simonov recited his poetry. “We‘re 
playing for llic parlis,'uis of Saburov's detach¬ 
ment; of the Shchors detachment commanded by 
Comrade Markov; of the Khnishchov detaclunenl 
commanded by Comrade Sychov... 

The concert lasted a long time. After each 
number came the name of another detachment. 
Only at the very end did the announcer say; 

“For Karpusha, platoon leader in the Stalin 
detachment commanded by Comrade Fyodorov, 
we’re playing a Ukrainian hopak.” 

And then it began! The boys yelled “hurrah,” 
cleared away a square of snow in an instant and 
pusliod Karpusha into it. A few minutes later prac- 
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tically the entire detachment 'vas dancing. It was 
a good thing the hopak was soon over, otherwise 
I'm sure our fellows would have danced till morn¬ 
ing, I’ll confess I loosened up my limbs too and 
clicked my heels against the frozen ground a few 
limes. Where on earth did we get tlie energy ^ 

If only the fa^isls could have seen how the 
partisans whom they were pursuing in exactly the 
opposite direction were now dancing by the light 
of the moon! 

When the concert ended we climbed into the 
sleighs, gay and vixeited, and pushed on to the site 
of our new camp. By morning we were already in 
the Gulino woods, where we picked up this radio 
report from Berlin: 

“On a sector of the Central Front a powerful 
group of forest bandits numbering 3,200 men has 
been defeated and wiped out. Twelve commissars 
were taken prisoner. The leaders succeeded in es¬ 
caping by plane.. . .’* 

This was us, of course. The occupation authori¬ 
ties had reporle<l an obvious lie to Berlin. They had 
not taken a single prisoner. They had not accom¬ 
plished what they set out to do; they had not 
managed either to encircle us or comb the forest. 
As a result of almost twenty-four hours’ fighting 
they lost around five hundred men in killed and suc¬ 
ceeded only in having us move from one forest to 
another* 
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But tills wns what itc had nanfcd. not they. We 
had carried out our plan. 

Al roll-call we found our losses amounted to 
twenty-two men killed and fifty-three wounded. 

\^’e liad pot away from the enemy and covered 
our tracks. Now we could liphi fires, rest up and 
eat, and tackle our next problems. 

« * * 

Thus the hip i/rtarh/iient was built up. 

The March battle was the decisive test for our 
bip detachment. It was a ver)- touph battle, that one. 
But now we all knew for a fact that the invaders 
could not get the better of us. 

We had become a strong military organizatiori 
that acted according to a plan, received aid from the 
Red Army ami the Soviet rear, and constantly drew 
reserves from the population at large. 

Above I have cited excerpts from a letter of in¬ 
structions written by Colonel General Szambalhaj. 
the chief of the Royal Hungarian General Staff. W‘e 
seized this highly confidential document at the 
beginning of April wbcti we blew up a Hungarian 
staff ear on the Gomcl-Cbcrnigov highway. After 
reading it our self-respect as partisans rose consid¬ 
erably. We discussed Szambalhoj’s instructions at 
political classes in all the units of our detachment. 

Herv are tlie.se instructions in a somewhat 
abridged form: 
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**Fourth Doparlincnl 


No. 10 


THE EXPERIENCE OF THE PRESENT WAR 

IN BRIEF 

(Tlirouph March 1912) 

PARTISAN WARFARE 
Chapter I 

A General Outline of the Partii,an Moiemcnt. 

“The struggle against the Soviets has brought 
us face to face with a peculiar and ruthless means of 
warfare—the ‘partisan’ movement. The fanaticism, 
scorn for death and endurance which we have seen 
the Russian people display in this form of stru^lc 
arc amazing; the scale on which tlie Russians are 
employing this form of struggle is staggering. 

“The partisan movement, spreading over more 
and more territor)’, is already assuming the form of 
a people’s movement. 

“The partisan movement is a people’s move¬ 
ment behind our frontline; not only immediately be¬ 
hind the front but several hundred kilometres behind 
it, in the rear. .. . Partisan warfare flarttl up with 
special intensity when the Russian army launched 
offensive operations at the beginning of the winter. 
Defence against the actions of the partisans means 
difficult days, weeks and even months for us.” 
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\\"c were particularly pleased by tliis ailmission 
lliat the invader? had to defend themselves against 
ihe partisans. 

In the section entitled "T>pc> of Partisan De- 
Ijcliincnts. Mani>o\\er l\c?erves. Hcplacements. 
Szambathaj urole: 

‘The soul of the partisan moveinetit are the 
Ponimuni>t leaders \'l>o ucre left behiiul deliberate- 
1). ... The strong. jJiirposeftil atid fanatical (.otn- 
inniusts . . . are exce}>lionally dangerous. In the 
ilislriets where partisans arc operating a lenient al¬ 
titude toward Communists is absolutely impermis¬ 
sible. 

. . pAcr) Jew. regardless of sex <*r age. sym¬ 
pathizes with the partisans. There is no place for 
men-y toward the Jews either! 

“Tlie women who help the partisans must be put 
down as a separate group. The young generation of 
women brought up by the Communists is a deler- 
miru'd stratum of assistants of the movement who do 
not give in before anything.” 

In the second chapter, enlitleil “Defence Against 
tlio Partisan Movement.” S/ainbathaj presented a 
cynical program, which boils down to the usual prin¬ 
ciple of the fascist invaders: “divide and rule.” He 
recommended impressing it on the ITcrainians that 
they were more cultured than the Russians, that “in 
origin and trails they arc much closer to the cultural 
peoples of the West than are the Russians. Under 
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the new order in Europe a lofty calling awaits the 
Ukrainians. . . . They can reach a finer and happier 
destiny only on the side of the axis powers. 

Further, in the section on “How to i ight the 
Partisans,” he said: 

“It should be clear to us that the patriotically- 
minded strata of the Ukrainian population do not 
feel they have any common destiny whatsoever with 
the authorities of the central powers. In the final 
analysis our authorities and units are enemy in¬ 
vaders and foreign masters to them. . . . 

“Fighting the partisans means not only destroy¬ 
ing separate partisan detachments. They must be 
deprived of the possibility of further organizing, 
of acquiring supplies and of replenishing their 
manpower and material resources. Such being the 
case, there is no room for mercy toward anyone at 
all. Only a merciless annihilation of the popula¬ 
tion will lead to achievement of the goal. .. 

How could it happen, people often ask, Utat an 
army which had conquered so many countries, 
which was equipped with first-class armaments, and 
which had already acquired substantial experience 
in occupying other countries, did not nip the parti¬ 
san movement in the bud? Why did the inviders 
allow the partisan movement to grow into a formi¬ 
dable force? 

It is easier to answer this question today than 
it was in 1942. Many partisan commanders now 
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publi:?hing ihcir memoirs are nllcinplifiu to (\o it. 

1 nni also trying to answer it in this hook. Of 
course, at the period of which I am writing we pon¬ 
dered over this question too. 

Tliere was a ?^kil composed by an unknown 
partisan author and staged by our amateur theatre 
in which two German commandants meet and have 
a talk. The skit was ratlier amateurishly written, 
hut the partisans enjoyed it. 

The first commandint favoured all kinds (d 
promises, persuasion and ‘'reforms/’ All the second 
one knew wasS “slioot Vm down.*’ They got into an 
arpunu'nl as to which inolliocl of stnipfrlc was the 
more cfTcclive. as to which of them would finish 
olT the partisans first. 

Towar»l the end it turned out that both meth¬ 
ods were worse, as they say. The partisans kp|>l 
prowing in number in the districts poverned by 
both the commandants. They allackcd the village, 
aiul the eontinnndanls elutrhed at their heads and 
fled with cries of jUcin Goltl 

The partisan movement arose and developed 
not because the invaders allowed it to—ihev did 
not give us any opportunity at all, of course—hut 
becatise, no privations or difficulties halted the 
Soviet men and women, because the people did not 
wish to endure fascist slavery and they rose to 
fight the invaders. Tlic number of detachments and 
their sire increased with each passing day. 





After the March bailie the regional delachment 
encountered a series of new diUKullies. The enemy 
soon discovered us and started after us again, 
look a decision nol to scltle down in the Gulino 
woods, and a few days later wc moved over into 
the Reimentarovka Forest. From there we returned 
to the Yeiino woods. Now we didn't remain in any 
one place more than five or six days, following 
the tactics of almost constant movement. 

Spring came, and the rivers rose. We had to 
get busy at once acquiring carts, carriages and 
drays. This look no little time and energy. 
Only by the end of May did wc have enough 
wagons* 

Instead of improving in the springtime, the par¬ 
tisans’ food situation became still worse. The pea¬ 
sants were hardly able to help us at all. Their 
stocks had given out too. Planes now came to us 
very rarely because of the mud and the almost 

incessant rains. 

Nonetheless, the detachment grew. For a time 
we even had to limit the number of new people we 
look in. We were short of ammunition, chiefly for 
Soviet weapons, as always, yet wo clashed with the 
enemy almost daily. 

Tlie Uclics of frequent movement confused the 
Hitlerites. They thought partisans had appeared m 
all the Chernigov forests, while really it was our 
regional detachment on the move. When the snow 
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clisappcorcd. finding our trail l>rcanie mucli more 
(linkult. Then, around the middle of May. the 
leaves raine out. making i| still easier for us to 
conceal ourselws, 

riie first time we learned for certain that the 
numher of partisan detachments was vcr>' large was 
uhen we heard the partisan request program after 
the March l»attlc. Of course, we had presumed that 
there were detachments, that tliey couldn't help but 
exist. But now we ha<l certain knowledge that parti¬ 
sans were operating in the Oryol, the Kiev and the 
n)elorussian forests, in a won!, wherever a group 
of armed men had the barest possibility of hiding 
from enemy eyes. 

After the March battle the invaders realized 
they weren’t able to sujrouml and comb the forest. 
The only thing left for them to do was set up a 
blockade around the places where the partisans were 
massed. From the summer of 1912 on. the expe- 
rienee<l. so to say. seasoned, ocriipalion oiricers in 
the captured Soviet districts understood they 
wouldn't he able to wipe out Uic partisan movement, 
os Ifitler demanded. 

From lime to time, after receiving orders to 
that cfTect, tlie invaders tried to attack us. But now 
they bent their efforts in the main toward con¬ 
trolling at least the towns, villages and the roads. 
They worked out an intricate splom of gaiarding 
the railways and the main highways. In the towns 
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and villages, csi>ecially in those where occupation 
units wvre quartered, they cut down the trees and 
bushes; they broke down the fences and replaced 
them with barbed wire. 

Now the Hitlerites were compelled to keep quite 
large forces in the rear and along the roads 
leading to the front. Each post was guarded by no 
less than a platoon. At the railway junctions, even 
such secondary ones as Priluki. for example, there 
was an entire regiment. 

At the beginning of the war German soldiers 
considered it great luck to land in a rear unit. Now 
the situation bad changed radically. Now it was 
those guilty of infractions of discipline who were 
sent to serve in the punitive and gxiard duty de¬ 
tachments. And particularly unwilling were the 
German soldiers to go to rural localities or small 
district towns, which the partisan.^ raided fre¬ 
quently. 

The partisan detachments had become a for¬ 
midable force. At the beginning of 1912 a Central 
Headquarters of the Partisan Movetnent was set up 
in Moscow. Every sizable detachment in the Uk¬ 
raine, Byelorussia and Oryol and Kursk regions, 
and later on in the southern districts as well, es¬ 
tablished regular radio communication with 
Moscow, with the Red Army Supreme Command, 
and received instructions and the needed aid 
from there. 
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I liavr not set out to urite. a liistnrv of our tie- 
tarhinent. Tliis hook lolls only liou the Chernigov 
Cotiiimjnisls who remained behind to work in the 
iiiidorground ONcreanie all tlifFiciillies and organ- 
i?o(l and headed the people’s res-islanct to the in¬ 
vaders. hou- the R.C. of the Party buth up a hip 
(letocfimrnf. 

At the end of Marrh the detaehnient of Orvol 
partisans eoimnanded hy Markov joined us. To be 
more exact, it was not Markov who cajiic to us but 
we who came to him in the Zlynka woods. Tltcro 
we met up with another fairly large group of par¬ 
tisans. under lyevehenko. This group also Ix^an 
operating in coordination with us. A partisan gar¬ 
rison had Iwen set up for the first time. 

\Ve adopted this name in order to preserve inter¬ 
nal autonomy for the detachments that bad just 
joined us. Holh of them had come into being long 
hi’forc, and bad their own traditions. Besides, we 
difin t wish to lake the step of merging detaclmicnls 
from various regions right off. although this wasn’t 
of great importance as a matter of principle. Since 
I commanded the largest detachment I was made 
chief of the garrison; Yaremenko. Markov and Lev¬ 
chenko were appointed my deputies. 

At a joint meeting of all the commanders and 
the Chernigov R.C. of the Party it was decided that 
our main task now was to organize attacks on the 
roads feeding the front. 




Al the head of the demolition squad we placed 
Alexei Sadilenko. the tallest man in our whole de¬ 
tachment. He had come to us from an encircled 
army unit, in which he had been a mine layer and 
demolition man too. His squad was subordinate 
directly to headquarters. The core of the squad was 
made up of volunteers, men of reckless courage. The 
first volunteers were: Sergei Koshel. a twenty-lwo- 
year-old sapper and a Komsomol member; Misha 
Kovalev, also a sapper, and Vasya Kusnetsov. a 
ninctecn-ycar-oId lad from Siberia, a gold prospector. 

Others to sign up were secondary school prin¬ 
cipal Taimhalisl, paratrooper Nikolai Denisov. 
Vsevolod Klokov, a senior lieutenant of the engi¬ 
neers. our old friend Petya Romanov and Volodya 
Pavlov, a student of the Moscow Institute for 
Transport Engineers. 

For demolition operations a group of twenty to 
Iwerity-ftvc men headed by one of our officers was 
usually set up to support the two or three or, al 
the most, five men who planted the mines. They 
went long distances from the camp, sometimes more 
than one hundred kilometres, and going out on 
such expeditions williout a supporting group was 
too risky. Besides, the German trains were accom¬ 
panied as a rule by a guard of thirty or forty tom¬ 
my gunners and two or three machine gunners. 
Hardly any of our railway operations ever went 
off without a skirmish. 





(irisiorv \'a?ilvevith Balitskw a nun of ex- 
ceptional l)ravcry. became the moving of uie 

demolition expedition?. Sometimes be went off 
for two or three weeks with his group. Once he 
didn't retJirn for over a month. 

In May and June 1')I2 our demolition men de¬ 
railed twenty-six trains. l>alitsk>'s grou|) accounted 
for eleven of these. 

At first some comrades were opposed to demoli¬ 
tion activity. “Of course, if we have the chance, 
why m»t 1>1«»" np a train/* they reasoned, “but it’s 
no gooil to do it often. The Germans won't stand 
for it. It'll Ik* the s.ime as telling them: look for 
IIS here. Tlie tlelacliment gels nothing out of it 
anyway. Blasting and burning don t bring it any 
booty.’* 

It was true that the demolition operations did 
not bring us any large booty. 1 he munitions usually 
exploded, and most of the lime the provisions went 
up in smoke, Hven if somelbing did remain intact, 
the demolition men couldn't lake it with them. Be¬ 
sides. they had to leave as soon as they completed 

4 

the operation: the invaders inrmcdiotcly sent a 
Irainload of troops to the scene of the catastrophe. 

After all. however, we were carrying on de¬ 
molition work not in the interests of the delacli- 
mcnl but of our country. Each train wc derailed 
weakened the enemy considerably. Everybody 
understood this, of course; but it was necessary 
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that everybody feel it in his heart, become enthu¬ 
siastic about each demolition operation our men 
successfully carried out, take pride in it. 

After its fjrst big successes the demolition squad 
was flooded with applications, especially from the 
youth, of course. 

In 1942 our demolition operations were as yet 
weak; we were just learning. It was a different 
matter in 1943 and 1944, when we began working 
according to a sc’hcdulc and derailed as many as 
ten trains in one day. But that is a topic for the 
next book. In the summer of 1942 we couldn’t even 
dream of dealing such powerful blows. 

Even at that time, however, our demolition men 
accomplished quite a bit. In March, when the 
snow was still on the ground, they set out for 
the railway line at points dozens of kilometres 
from the camp and under difficult winter conditions 
waited for trains for days on end. At that time 
Irafiic had practically stopped because of snow¬ 
drifts. The demolition men had to occupy thejn- 
selves with what they calletl “common labour, 
which they didn’t like: blowing up bridges, the 
railway bed and drain pipes. 

This, of course, also inflicted telling losses on 
the invaders’ economy. In March and at the 
beginning of April our boys blew up five 
bridges and more than three hundred sections 
of railway bed. 
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In May uc look up positions in llie Zlynka and 
Novozybkov forests, not far from tlie railway. Tlie 
snow was gone I>y that time, and tralhc was nor¬ 
mal. I'p to sixty trains were jxassing along the 
Gomcl-Bryaii'k line daily in the direction of the 
front. Tlie activity of our demolition groups 
forced the Germans to cancel night traflic and 
rerliire the daytime s<-he<lule to eiglit and at the 
nio.si ten trains. 

Our demolition men steadily extended the 
sco[)e of their sallies. \\ henever the detachment 
raided a town of any size they put the industrial 
enterprises. power stations and warehouses 
that were housed in hrick huiUlings out of com¬ 
mission. 

During an operation in the district centre of 
Gordevevka which lasted only half an hour the 
demolition men blew up the distillery, creamery, 
electric station, a food warehouse and several 
lr.aclors and trucks while the other companies and 
platoons were waging battle. 

In Koryukovka. men of the demolition squad 
wrecked the railway station, blew up the railway 
track in twenty-four places, destroyed all the frogs, 
switches and communications and signalling ap¬ 
paratus, and blew up and set fire to the sawmill, 
lumbery’ard and fuel and fodder stores. 

* * « 
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After planes started coming to us the men be¬ 
gan to UTile letters. For a single sheet of writing 
paper some of the comrades offered enougli makh- 
orka to roll a big cigarette, A tremendous number 
of letters had collected but not once did a plane 
land. Meanwhile many of the partisans wrote serial 
letters to which tltey devoted all their free time. I 
had occasion to read one of Uicse serial letters, 
written by Volodya Pavlov, one of our intrepid 
demolition men, 

Volodya was not yet twenty at the lime. He 
came to us from Markov's detachment, and l>cforc 
that he had been a paratrooper, a member of a 
group which met with misfortune. Left alone, 
he wandered about for hvo months and finally 
landed in the Oryol woods, where he joined the 
partisans. 

Before the war Volodya had been in his first 
year at tlic Moscow Institute for Transport Engi* 
ncers. With us loo, as you see. he dealt wiUi trans¬ 
portation problems, only not willi Ute building and 
operation of railways but their destruction. 

After the war, a Hero of the Soviet Union, he 
resumed his studies at die institute. 

At the time, I kept the letter from which I cite 
excerpts below. Volodya gave too many **technolo- 
gicaT* details about demolition in it. Now, of 
course, the letter contains no military secrets of any 
sort, 
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'‘Jutic 14, 1042. 


"Dear, precious Mama. 

“1 don't know whether I’ll ever he able to send 
you this letter or whether it will go on lying 
aroum! in my porket. 

“I remember you always loved details and said 
I should describe my stirroundings to you. I am 
writing this in a tent. Only it s not like an or¬ 
dinary tent, the kind you've seen in army or Pio¬ 
neer camps. Our tent is small and very low. ^ ou 
can't stand up in it. and even wlien you're sitting 
your he.ad touches the top. I live with Volodya 
Klokov. He's a grand fellow, lliat is, lies an en¬ 
gineer. not just a fellow. He's a few years older 
than I am. lie's gay. clever ami lively, and die 
main thing is he's brave. He's friendly and treats 
me like an equal. That's very pleasant. I can learn 
a lot from him. By the way. his name is Vsevo¬ 
lod. but somehow everyone here calls him Volodya, 
and so do I. 

“He was the first one to tell me about demolition 
operations. I'm grateful to him no end. Us in¬ 
teresting and absorbing work. The demolition men 
arc looked up to liere more than anybody else. Not 
just because it's dangerous. Don't you think for a 
minute, Mom. that it's any more dangerous than 
other partisan work. We're looked up to because 
we deal Oie enemy heavy blows. 
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“Don’t fret because I Jump around so. It’s hard 
to concentrate. Next to me the boys are sitting 
playing cards. Only please don’t go thinking it’s 
for money. Tliat can’t happen here. We don’t have 
any money at all. It’s absolutely mmeceasary. 

“I started telling you about the tent. It’s made 
like this: wooden posts with parachute silk stretched 
across it, and on top of the silk there's hr- 
tree bark. We cut off the bark tliis way: one of 
the boys stands on another's shoulders and makes 
a deep cut abnost down to the bottom with a sharp 
knife. Then we cut around the tree at the top and 
the bottom. We chop off all the branches flush. 
Then we carefully take off the bark together wit!» 
the skin—you know, that slippery stuff under¬ 
neath. . . . The bark turns out to be like a sheet of 
bent plywood. It has holes in it from where the 
branches were, but we stuff them up. Then we put 
the bark on top of the silk. No downptour can get 
through a roof like that. The tents arc made very 
low on purpose. I’m writing lying down. ... 

“Now, Mom, I want to tell you about ho\v I 
went on my first distant railway operation. You 
doctors call an operation intervention with the aid 
of the surgccm’s knife. We cut the railway track-- 
not with a knife but with explosives. .. . Before 
that I’d taken part only in blowing up bridges and 
German cars. I’d already been assigned to laying 
mines to blow up German manpower, that is, iii- 
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fatilry. IJiii ilial's ca?). You could icarn I'ow in half 
an hour. 

• J >voiU on my fir?l railway operation not as a 
demolition man but as a plain fighter. Fyodorov 
went with us. Hui llie head of the group, its com- 
inander. was Grigory Vasilyevich Balitsky. 

‘ He's a very hraxe man. regular daredevil. 
The only thing he’s really afraid of is that someone 
sometime might suspect him of Ireing a coward. 
Besides us. there were twenty more men in the 
grou|). All difierent kinds. Iliere was one girl 
among us. and a wonderful guide, an elderly kol¬ 
khoz man name<! Pankov. He knows all the forests 
and all the roads, paths and animal tracks. Like 
Leatlierstocking. Uememher Fenimore Cooper? 

“\^ hcn we were seen off on the operation the 
girls cried. Why? Bivause. Mom. thn're more sen¬ 
sitive than men. ‘It’s just as easy for women to cry 
as to sneeze.’ Pankov said. When we’d gone almut 
four kilometres from the camp Balitsky told every¬ 
one to sit (loxvn on the grass. He sat dowti himself, 
remained silent for some time, and then told us to 

listen to him attentively. 

“ ‘I woni you. Whoever isn’t sure of himself, go 
hack to camp. Afterwards it’ll he too laic. W e can t 
have any unnecessary talk or any complaints about 
difTiculties. Boldness, discipline, and unconditional 
fulfilment of all my orders! Is that clear? For ibe 
slightest violation, for cowardice—execution on Uie 
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spot. Vm not trying to frighten you; it just can’t 
l>e otherwise. So please, whoever wants to can go 
back: no one will hoW it against you. anti no one 
will laugh at you.’ 

“i\ot a single person said he wanted to go 
back. Even though Balitsky assured us no one 
would laugh at those who returned, nobody be¬ 
lieved him. Actually, everybody in llie camp scorns 
and even hales cowardice. Going back would mean 
confessing you were a coward. For that you might 
get it in the wall newspaper. 

“Tlicn we stood up and went through the for¬ 
est, along paths. \^c had to cover twenty-five 
kilometres in all. In some places we crossed high¬ 
ways and dirt roads. crossed them walking 
backwards. We were specially taught to walk that 
way. We had to walk fast, without 8topj)ing, and so 
there would he normal steps. Do you know why? 
If the Gennans saw the footprints they’d think we 
went in the opposite direction. 

“Once wc had to wail while some German 
trucks passed. There was a whole column of them. 
We didn’t bother to get into a fight with them. We 
had a different job. 

Each one of us carried the charge of explosive, 
in other words, the mine, in turn. It doesn’t weigh 
much—twelve kilos. But a partisan doesn’t like to 
have his hands occupied. Each one tries to arrange 
his load so that it’s on his back or else at his belt. 


23 » 


355 



Your hands have to be free so that you can open 
fire at any moment. We don't carry tommy guns the 
way the Red Army men do either. Ours are slung 
over the left shoulder, handy, with the nuizzle fac- 
ing ah^fld. 

‘The homemade partisan mine is simply a 
wooden box about forty centimetres long and twen¬ 
ty centimetres wde and high. Inside the box there s 
a chunk of explosive alwut the colour of dry 
mustard, only it’s not a powder. So that you wont 
be afraid for me. I'll tell you it can’t explode by 
itself. It explodes by detonation. A square or round 
hole is cut out in the charge, and just before 
the mine is planted a detonator pin is put in there. 
Tlien there’s a spring, a firing-pin and a cap¬ 
sule. ... You wouldn’t understand all this busing 
without a drawing, and besides you don’t need 
to. It's unlikely you'll ever be using one of these 

things. 

“We halted about six kilometres from the rail¬ 
way, not far from tlie village of Kamcn. A mes¬ 
senger of our deUcKment serves in the police force 
there. It’s a rule that the group mustn’t go into any 
town or village under any circumstances when it s 

on the way to an operation. 

“But one or two scouts had to go into the vil¬ 
lage absolutely, 'ntis time Pankov Went. He found 
out from our messenger that it was fairly quiet at 
the moment on the Zlynka-Zakopytie section, and 
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there weren't many Germans there. Besides, he 
learned the safest route to the railway. 

“Balitsky was very upset by one thing Pankov 
told him. It seems that just a short while before a 
gasoline train had passed on the way to Bryansk. 
You see. Mom, it makes a difference to us what kind 
of a train we blow up. True, even iT a train witli 
not a very important load goes up on a mine it 
puts the line out of commission for a few hours. 
But we are economical with explosives—each kil¬ 
ogram counts. It’s considered a big thing to blow 
up a troop train or one wth tanks, trucks, planes 
or gasoline. That’s why Balitsky was upset. He 
thought that if one gasoline train had gone through 
another one wouldn’t be coming along soon. 

“We reached the line safely. The forest ended 
about two hundred metres from the track. We lay 
down and hid in the grass and bushes along the 
fringe of the forest. Balitsky had us lie ten metres 
apart. Thai's so if we had to open fire we could 
cover the entire length of the train at once. 

“You see. blowing up the engine and derailing 
the cars isn’t enough; the freight has to be de¬ 
stroyed, And if the train is carrying Hitlerite sol¬ 
diers, We have to kill off as many as possible. The 
minute the engine jumps the track and the train 
stops, we all open fire at the cars—and mainly at 
the last car, especially if it’s a freight train, be¬ 
cause the guard always rides at the end of the train. 
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“A< >ou read this now in Moscow you’re prob¬ 
ably anxious to know how I comUuicd myself, 
whether I didn't disgrace myself that first time. 

If I was alone inaihc I would have b<’en afraid. 
Rut all the hoys were fine fellows. W c had a good 
time on the way and joked a lot. 

“Mama, if only you could sec your Volodya 
now! I look ju>t about as much like a city student 
as a bear looks like|p lamb. 1 liave a dashing ap¬ 
pearance. I'm dres-sed in the partisan fashion: a 
Hungarian fur-lined vest—what's called a 'Magyar- 
ka'- high lioots with the tops rolled down, and 
over them hang wide wine-coloured pants made out 
of a German woolen blanket. I wear a cap with a 
broad red ribbon on the crown. There arc grenades 
at my waist and a tommy gun on a strap. It would 
Ik* fun to have a look at my.self in a full-length 
mirror. 

“Now I'll tell you a funny thing, by the way. 
Gnce the partisans attacked a German garrison in 
a village, and while the fighting was still going 
on several of the hoys got stuck in the starosla’s 
house for a long lime. The orders were to set fire to 
it. but tlie biggest partisan dandies had got into 
tliat house. They crowde*! around a full-length mir¬ 
ror and kept pushing one another aside to admire 
tiiemselves. I didn't take part in that operation. 
Rut Fyodorov gave those boys a laying-out 1 didn't 
envy. He called them roqucllcs. and that’s what 
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everybody calls ihem now; they gel teased every 
evening. 

*^Slop. Can*t wntc any more. An alert. 

^lunc 18 

**You know, Mom, the minute I start writing to 

YOU I think of Moscow. \^'hal’s it like now? Sev- 
• 

cral paratroopers were sent to us. and two of 
them Iiad been in Moscow. They said there was a 
fuel sliorlage in the wintertime. Poor thing, you 
must have frozen! Just the same 1 miss Mosco\\ 
very much. I’d like to take just one look at it. And 
if I was allowed to go on the condition that I crawl 
all the wa7 lliere on my belly. I think I’d do it. 

“I just reread the first part of the letter and 
will go oi. I hadn't seen a railway for several 
moiUlis. \^e’d just lain down and taken rover when 
along cane a trackman, an old fellow with a heard. 
Ife had a rifle over his shouhlcr hut when the hoy.s 
went up b him he put up his hands and <lidn*t even 
try to un ling it. From ivherc I was I watched them 
searching him. Suddenly everybody began run¬ 
ning tow»rd him. But there hadn’t been any or<!er. 
Balitsky ran too, swearing all the way. 

“Hal a minute later there was a thick cloud of 
smoke {hove the whole group and everybody had 
a happ>face. Now do you get what it’s all about? 
It turnd out the trackman had a full pouch of 
makhora. And we’d been smoking all kinds of 
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junk for a long linu‘. \^Vd trio<l smoking moss and 
l.iu kwlieal straw and dry oak loaves. VlTien wc man¬ 
age to gel hold of some makhorka or tobacco or 
a cigarette we smoke it in turn, each one taking a 
couple of piifFs. We have expressions like ‘cover 
iny lip,' ‘leave me the hutl. I'll throw' it away,’ 
and ‘it's huniing my lip and roasting my nose but 
it's a pity to throw it away.' We’ve even written 
a song that goes like this: 

Good toharco ii a treat. 

Rut ivc haven't any. 

Oak-leaf dried and rolled uo neat 
Fills the pipes of many- 
Birch-bark, buckuheat, strew or hay, 
/ill the woodlands tender. 

Smoke to drive the blues auay. 

Spirits buoyant render, 

“Don't be surprised. Mom. that I writ Ukrain¬ 
ian. I've learned it. Incidentally, you caild learn 
all the languages of the U.S.S.R. here. We have 
Georgians, Armenians, Kazakhs and even a Yakut, 
b^vervone has to know Ukrainian. Otherwse how’d 
we get along in the villages? 

“Well, we all got it from Balitsky. <f course. 
It was lucky he himself was dying for t smoke. 
We tied up the trackman and took away His rifle. 
We didn’t kill him. He said the Hitlerite would 
have shot him if he hadn’t taken the job. , 
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“Then we lay down again. After lying there 
an hour and a half we heard a train coming. It 
Was still far off, but we couldn't mistake that 
clicJc on the rails. My heart began pounding: I 
never was so excited waiting for a train before. 
My heart was beating all over my body; 1 could 
even feel it in my fingertips, I was squeezing my 
tommy gun so hard. 

Seryozha Koshel dashed out to plant the mine. 
He dug it under the rail very fast and ran a fuse 
to the forest to set it off. Planting a mine is an 
honour but it’s not very pleasant. In your oxcite- 
rrient you may get tangled up in the fuse and 
blow yourself up. 

“Seryozha had ju.st managed to hide when the 
engine appeared around the bend. Tliat’s the tens¬ 
est moment: will it come off or won’t it? Your 
nerves are as taut as strings. The mine may fail 
to explode. There’s all kinds of reasons. 

“Writing it takes much longer. There it all 
happened in u second. The train was coming fast. 
It was a very long one. 

“The explosion wasn’t so loud. There was a 
burst of flame under the engine, and the engine 
went over. Then there was an awful crasJi and 
grinding from the cars piling up on each other. 
We all opened fire right away, at the drums. I 
forgot to say that it was a gasoline train again. 
We were lucky: it was the second one in a row. 
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TliP Germans ship gasoline to the front not in 
tank ears but in iron drums because it's easier to 
fill tanks and trucks from them. The drums are 
piled up in several layers on flatcars with high 
sides. We fired at the bottom drums. They explod¬ 
ed and threw the top ones up a couple of metres 
into the air. Fverylhing uas in flames. 

“Suddenly 1 saw llalilsky running up to the 
rear of the train, looking gruesome against the 
background of the fire. He ran shouting ‘Follow 
me’* As soon as he came near the last car he 
began shooting. He doesn't have a tommy guri but 
a light Frcneh rapid-firing carabine, ami he holds 
it mu pressed to his shoulder hut in his out- 
>trel«lKxl arm with the hull against the inside of 
|,i> elhow. Ven .lashing indeed. 

“Tlte Germans wore in the last car. a passenger 
. oacli They fired out of the windows from tommy 
and .nanhinn p.n». Tl.n fla.nc. wen, lugher 
.„ul liigl'f- and ihe whole tram slarlcd hunnng 
a,nl crackling. Tl,e passenger coach caught fire too. 
On ,np tin- ilaincs were hlack. They gave olT longues 
fifty Incites long in all dirortions, l.kc solar prrv 

rnincnccs. They wen, fifty 

“The German guards screamed in 
Itegaii firing less and less. Tluu Balitsky orderec 

the withdrawal, and wo ran off. 

“When we got together tn the woods we found 

only two of our men were wounded. Our nurse 
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quickly bandaged tliein. \^'e marched back singin-'. 
dimply drunk with joy. ^ 

“V5e were in marvellous spiriis. On the way 
hack we kept turning around to look at the fire. 
It was blazing stronger and stronger. Imasinc. 
even in the camp they saw the smoke' Wc marched 
along fast, talking loud, each one trying :o oulshout 
(he other. We hardly tried at all to escape notice. 
Wc were all in a fighting mood, raring to go; we 
were ready for anything. 

“We walked into that big village of Kanien. 
There s a mill there. We made straight for it. 
Without taking any precautions—right down tlu- 
sired. The polizci all ran away; I don't know how 
many of them were there. But at the mill we shot 
two who were guarding it. We broke the Io<k.s on 
(he grain and Hour warehouses and called the in¬ 
habitants. They came running up to the mill and 
dragged the stuff away in l«g.s. boxes and pails; 
Women took it aI.so in the hems of (heir skirts. 
The kids hung around too; they poiire<l it into 
their caps. 

“We shouted, ‘Take it, comrades, and hide 
ill When the Nazis come pul all the blame on us 
partisans! We can stand it!’ 

“We held a meeting. I took the floor too. You 
wouldn’t even suspect what a fine speech I got off. 
Honest to goodness, when I’lni excited Pm a reg¬ 
ular orator. They congratulated me and said I 
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lo iran^f. rrnl to speaki..?- Thai ^ non- 
of router. Now I uouMn't give up dcmolllion 

work for anything. _ , 

“Ikit you don't worry. Mom. it s nol at all 

,longerons. 1 think watching on roofs m * os- 
,he,„ to drop bombs is lo.s moro dsnper 
„„s. Thore .. comos so soddcnly , do«n . , . And 
iherc you can't answer the enemy s fire. No, 
you worry. Honest, nothing'll h.appcn to your 

Volodya!" 



CHAPTER FIVE 


UNITED FORCES 

The German invaders were waging an offensive 
in tHe south, and the radio brought us sad tid¬ 
ings. The Red Army was withdrawing to Stalin¬ 
grad. One would think that the invaders might 
feel more at ease in the Ukraine tlian ever before. 
One would think that so deep in tlic enemy's rear 
the population might finally submit. 

But instead of submitting to fascist slavery, 
Soviet men and women were increasing their re* 
sistance. More and more partisan detaclunents were 
rising to fight the German invaders. 

The Germans were advancing on the Caucasus, 
but the people felt they would soon be routed and 
put to flight. Every Soviet person who was in 
the enemy rear at that time could not help but 
note numerous signs of the military and economic 
weakening of the Gennan army. 

Now our detachment, or, to be more exact, 
the several Chernigov and Oryol detachments 
which had linked up their destinies, very frequently 
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made lonp-Hislance raids in Clieniigov and Oryol 
rcpione and the norllioastern districts of Ryelorus- 
sia. The total number of fiphling men in our de¬ 
tachment had long since topped the thousand 
mark. \\ hrn local partisans joined in with us we 
mimhered no less than tW(* thousand men. On the 
march our column extended a kilometre and a 
half. Sometimes we Jiiadc our way surreptitiously, 
through swamps and forests, but more often we 
moved about openly and we readily halted in vil¬ 
lages. In almost every village we held rallies, dis- 
Irilniled Ic.aflcts. and went into llie lious(*s ami 
talked with the peasants. 

The peasants met us with open arms. They 
were proud of the partisans, and at times they 
exaggcralerl our strength. Meeting us raised their 
s))irits. they admittiMl. This was indeed so. Our 
meetings with the people gave us. in turn, greater 
confidence in the righteousness and invincibility of 
our cause. 

1 remember once talking wth an old man and 
hiilf-j(>kingl\ reproaching him for not joining the 
partisans. He was a strong healthy man of about 
fifty-five. My reproach apparently cut him to the 
quick. 

“Tlint’s not true, chief, that Tm not a partisan.” 
he said in a hurl voice: “Take a look at our 
fields, chief. Look at how the people are working 
in the communal yards. They’re doing only half 
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or a quarter as much as they could and sometimes 

% f A ^ 4 be done. V^’liy aren't 

we partisans, chief, when the enemy can never lei 
go of his tommy gun or his whip?” 

The old man spoke the truth. .A ?Iance at the 
peasant fields was sufficient to show hou- hadls 
ffimp were going for the invaders. Traces of 
whol^le sabotage lay over everything. .A year 
hadnt pa^ed since the German invaders entered 
fhese districts, yet agriculture was so rundoMi, it 
was clear ,t was l>eing laid waste deliberately. 

1 he story of this devastation is as follows. 
Before the Ccrinun fascisl.s came the kolkhoz folk 
managed to harvest and ..hip out pan of the 
194 bumper crop. The grain remaining in the 
helds was trampled and burned down by the ar- 
There was so much of it. however, that the 
Hitlerites got some. They didn’t harvest it ihem- 
selves, of course. They made llie peasants do it 
by threatening them with all kinds of punishment. 

I hen they confiscated it. The peasants were left 
only with what they had managed in one way or 
anotlier to conceal from the invaders and traitors. 

In the autumn of 1941 the front was still 
close and winter wlieat was hardly sown anywhere. 
But when the front moved on the Hitlerites con¬ 
solidated their rule, put through a so-called reform 

and began organizing agricultural production their 
OHTi way. 
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The peasants followed the efforts of the Gc* 
bietskoiimiissars and the newly-baked landlords 
with puiilement and with steadily growing scorn. 
In their newspapers and leanels the invaders ran 
down the kolkhozes, sovkhozes and the entire sys¬ 
tem of socialist agriculture os much as they could. 
And. of course, they lauded their own organiza¬ 
tional abilities. 

“Just watch how we’ll get things going on 
the basis of German experience. German industry, 
(.erman accuracy, precision and culture,” they told 
ihe peasantry. 

All this turned out to be blather, of course. 
First of all the invaders took the grain. Then they 
look almost all the diafl hor.ses. leaving the peas¬ 
ants only oxen. But how many oxen arc there in o 
kolkhoz village? Could spring ploughing ever be 
done w-illt them? Could the vast kolkhoz expanses 
be harroweil and sown in this old-fashioned way? 

The machine and tractor stations had been 
evacuated, and almost all the tractors that badn t 
been shipped east had been put out of commission. 
During the winter the invaders tried here and 
there to get tractor repair shops going, but they 
didn't succeed. In their newspapers they wrote 
that thousands of splendid nmv machines would 
soon Ik* coming from Germany. A general mobi¬ 
lization of tractor drivers, mechanics and truck 
drivers was announced. 
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But when spring came the Gebietskoniissars and 
Landwirtschaftsfiihrers demanded that the peasants 
work the fields with oxen and cows. Tlie invaders 
shipped in neither tractors nor trucks, of course. 
As for the truck drivers, mechanics and tractor 
drivers who had been mobilised, they were herded 
into freight cars and transported to Germany under 
guard. 

“What kind of managers are they?*’ sai<l the 
peasants. “They fight for land because their Ger¬ 
many is too small for them and now it's lying 
fallow and growing over with weeds, and they’re 
shipping our boys and girls to Germany to plough 
the land there.” 

The Hitlerites did bring in seed grain to some 
associations and appointed controllers to supervise 
its expenditure, but it was inferior, poorly sclcclcd 
seed full of mites and weeds. TTie peasants worked 
in the associations only when forced to. Some 
sabotaged deliberately, because they didn't want 
to work for the invaders; others simply didn t 
see any sense in working. Tlie invaders had 
promised to give the best plots of land to those 
who distinguished themselves and who fulfilled 
the sowing quota. But no one any longer believed 
a single word of theirs. The Hitlerites forced the 
polizei to till the associations’ fields. But even the 
polizei worked indifferently. 

Harvest lime came. Passing across the fields in 
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tlic Slimmer of 1912 we saw a scene of friplilful 
nogiecl. llic crops of llie associations hadn't been 
\ieedeH. Besides, no more tlian lialf the former 
kolklioz acreage had been sown. Only in their 
liark-yard jdots, and ihen not everj^vhere, had the 
peasants tended their crops, and then surreptitious¬ 
ly harvested the ‘Train and threslied it with flails 
in their yards or even in tlie cottases. TIion slaked 
their hopes on potatoes, whirh the invaders went 
after !es« eagerU. 

The peasant? said: 

“Ihcyrc a flop, tho'c Hitlerite snakes. They 
don I know liow to manage. V^lial kind of man¬ 
agers are they if all they do is grah and tlicy don’t 
look after the land? They came and the\’ grabbed 
« >erytlnng. trampled and burned everything. They 
can I even handle what lliey vc got yet llicyTe going 
to other places to steal.” 

The fascist economic policy in tlie towns also 
emounted to plunder. All the big facloiies and 
mills wore closed down. A few of their depart¬ 
ments now housed lank, auto and aeroplane repair 
shops. Ill the summer of 1912 the invaders began 
mobilizing young men and women wholesale for 
sliipment to Germany. Tlie first to he sent were 
skilled workers. 

Tills was a sign of the obvious weakness of 
the fascist slate. The Ukrainian |>coplc were liv¬ 
ing through a tragedy, but at the same lime they 


S70 



couldn’t help seeing that the Hitlerites were grow- 
ing weaker day by day. . 

The people were stifTening their resistance to 
the enemy. New hundreds and thousonJs of men 
and women went off to the woods to escape mo- 
hihzation. transportation into Hitlerite slaver>, 
slave labour on German estates. 

Not e\'eryone who came to llie woods joinetl 
the partisans, however. Some groups Imd simply 
run away from Uie invaders. Uckliig lire strength 
and the resolution to attack enemy supply trains 
they turned to the villages for food, and the peas’ 
ants found themselves with a fairlv large mimher 
of dei>endents. The trouble was that some of these 
groups were led by men uho weren’t politically 
staunch. Sometimes tliey stole chickens, geese arul 
even calves from the peasants, thereby uncon- 

MMously doing the jKirtisan movement great 
Fiarm. 

The discussed iho problem of these groups. 
It was a dual situalioiK The very growth of the 
forest population testified to increasing resistance 
to the invaders. But people who simply hid in the 
forest weren l yet partisans. We decided to draw 
them into tho regional detachment and conduct 
political education among them. 

On July 28 the uniting of the partisan detach- 
ments was officially completed in the Reimentarov* 
ka Forest. 
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Already back at the end of 19-H life had point¬ 
ed to the need for uniting the groups of Cher¬ 
nigov delachmenls. First they became platoons and 
later companies in one big delachmcjit named after 
Stalin. In March 1942 we operated in the Zlynka 
woods in conjunction with the Oryol partisans 
under Markov. Vorozheyev and Levchenko. e set 
up a partisan garrison at that time to coordinate our 
defensive and offensive operations. Vorozheyev and 
his delachinenl left us. But from that lime on Mar¬ 
kov and Levchenko accompanied us everywhere. Then 
another fairly large detachment, commanded by 
Tarasenko, joined us. In addition, as I have already 
said, 5111,111 groups of forest dwellers joined us, but 
it was too early to call them partisan detachments. 
Why didn't we just make them companies or 
platoons of a single delaclunenl? This, after all, 
would appear to be the simplest and most natural 
solution, the more so since some of the independ¬ 
ent detachments were smaller than a company and 
some even smaller than a platoon. 

It wasn't advisable, however. The point is that 
many of the detachments had been formed outside 
of Chernigov Region. Each had its glorious history. 
Each had ties willi the district of its origin and 
often received replacements from there. Kolkhoz 
peasants who went off to the woods searched for 
their “owm” detachment. This alone was reason 
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enough for us to have all the detachments joining 
uj) with us keep their old names. 

A second and no less important reason was that 
the words '^united forces'' showed the small de- 
tachinenls and groups which were operating sepa¬ 
rately in the nearby forests that they too might 
unite willi us. This name contained a formulation 
of our constitution, as it were. 

I was appointed commander of the united for¬ 
ces, Dnizhinin commissar and Rvanov chief of 
stalT. PopudretJeo became pommander of the Stalin 
Regional Detachment, of which Yaremenko re¬ 
mained the commissar. The united forces comprised 
the Stalin Regional, the Voroshilov, the Kirov and 
the Shchors detachments. The following services 
were set up in the united forces: demolition, recon¬ 
naissance, mortar battery, quartermaster dcpa^tmcn^, 
special department, communication department, 
propaganda section and cavalry group. 

On the cstabli-shment of the united forces a 
ceremony wa.s held at which all the detachments 
look the partisan oath. 

By tliis time some of our men and officers had 
been rated by the Government: on May 18, 1942, 
forty-six of our partisans were decorated with or¬ 
ders or medals; the title of Hero of the Soviet 
Union was conferred on me. 

At the end of July we learned that Hitler had 
ordered the partisans to he wiped out by August 
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J5 and had specially assi"ned sixteeji divisions 
xsitli tank, air and artillery support for thU pur¬ 
pose. 

New fascist units indeed soon began arriving 
in the L'kraine. Now there were not only Germans 
and Hungarians among them but also ['inns and 
Italians. 

Naturally. Millers order wasn't carried out. 
But the enemy now began to hunt us with large 
forc(>s. (.lashes became more fre«jucnt and more 
\iol(nu. Ri'sides. the newly^irrived troops set about 
burning down villages and plundering the po[>ula- 
lion with special vigour, which imniedinlely ag- 
gravalecl the devastation and fninijie. Hence our fowl 
fituatioti grew worse too. 

Beginnijtg with the latter part of July the ene¬ 
my gave us no respite. We were almost constantly 
on iJie move, and now and ihni we landed in a 
bad fix. In the second half of August we had a 
particularly hard lime of it. \^e lost a good num¬ 
ber of our horses iu the swamps, and many of 
them we were compelled to eat. I.ack of hniteries 
tieprived us of contact with Mo.seow an I the front 
for .some lime. Yet we didn't slatdcen our Idows 
at tile enemy. 

On orders of the command, an opcralion.s jour¬ 
nal was started in each dflachmenl of our unilrxl 
force.i. "Chroniclers” were appointed by the detach¬ 
ment commanders to serve for a period of a month. 




hut there turned out to be some who liked the job 
?o much that they became full-time historian^** so 
to speak, of the struggle we were waging. Natural¬ 
ly, they weren’t able to do their writing at any 
regular hours or days but only when tiic situation 
pemiilted. In choice of facts they had freedom. All 
the command required of them was absolute ve¬ 
racity. 

At the halts our “chroniclers” would inten-iew 
men and jot do^\Ti notes; then at Uie big slops they 
would write them up. \X’e managed to preserve the 
journals of almost all the detachments. Establish¬ 
ing who is the author of one or another excerpt, 
however, is now absolutely impossible. 

The journal of the regional detachment de- 
scril>es the period from the end of July to Noveinlxr 
1912 in sufficient detail. I shall cite it. Iwgimritig 
with tlic noteworthy day of July 28 when tlic unit¬ 
ed forces were set up and the oath was taken. 

OPERATIONS JOURNAI. 

OF THE STALIN UNITED REGIONAL PARTISAN FORCES 
UNDER HERO OF THE SOVIET UNION A. F. FYODOROV 

'‘July 28. After the orders were read out and 
tlie oath was taken there was a home talent pro¬ 
gram. It was got up by partisans Khmur)’. Konova¬ 
lov and Isenko, formerly of tlic Shevchenko He 
gional Theatre in Chernigov. 
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c expected plane# that evening and lit bon¬ 
fires. But no planes came. 

“Scouts reported that a large number of Hit¬ 
lerite troops had arrived in Kliolmy and Kor)u- 
kovka. In the afternoon a group of Magv-ars and 
Germans advanced from the direction of Bogda- 
novka. Under pressure from the partisans the ene¬ 
my retreated, abandoning a large-calibre machine 
gun and logins several men in killed, including 
rme officer. 

"July 20. Fighting began at the river crossing 
near Savenki, Tlic enemy shelled our deiences with 
guns and mortars but we didn't let him cross. Be¬ 
fore our eves a Nazi olhcer shot a soldier who re- 
fused to earry out an order of his. 

“During the night the Germans occupied the 
villages of Reimentarovka, Savenki. Samotugi. 
Zholtiye, Syadrino, Olcshnya ami Bogdalayevka. 
We heard the roar of motors all night long. Tanks 
arrived in Savenki. 

"July 30. Tlie Germans went over to the offen¬ 
sive and advanced as far as one of the pickets of 
our camp. Fierce fighting broke out near Bogda¬ 
layevka, where Company Two of the Stalin detach¬ 
ment. commanded by Balabai. was stationed. The 
2nd Platoon of this company, under Bystrov 
liore the brunt of the engagement. “Bystrov didn’t 
let the Germans reach the camp. He was wound¬ 
ed in the leg in this engagement Fighting men 
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Popov and Goncharenko fired at the Germans 
point-blank from the Savenki side. 

“One mortar annoyed us especially, and our 
mortar gunner Mazcpin entered into a duel with 
it. He came out the victor. 

“Tanks went into attack, but they got bogged 
down in the swamp and couldn’t gel out. Uy night 
the enemy had the camp surroundetl witJi ambush 
groups. We were running out of bullets. Company 
Four was sent to the aerodrome to meet the planes, 
but the Germans turned out to be thcic. It had to 
fight its way back. It manoeuvred all night long 
and reached the woods toward morning. 

“Men dropped to the ground from exhaustiori 
and fell asleep. No one had eaten anytliing for 
twenty-four hours. 

“All of a sudden we heard a German command 
velped out. Tlie enemy had come right up close to 
us, hut before he had lime to open fire the parti¬ 
san guns went into action. The Germans fired hap¬ 
hazardly. Finally they fled, leaving hdund their 
loud-mouthed ofliccr with a bullet hole in his 
head. 

“The order came to set up a defence ring. Wc 
could hear the rumble of trucks around us all the 
lime as the enemy prepared to attack the camp 
from the direction of Zhukli. Mounted scouts came 
into sight. They took a look through their binoc¬ 
ulars and returned to the village. 
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Al .iroiiiid eleven o clock o German column 
came into siplit. 

‘'llie men camoiiflafred themselves well. Vaska 
rii^niose (everyone called him that—only headquar¬ 
ters knew his real name I of the Kirov detachment 
frt./e lo the grips of the heavy machine gun Av- 
ksenlvcv liad captiired from the Magyars some time 
i'jck. 

■■'Ilie column came closer and rlos*'r. We let 
loost' a luirricatie of fire. The Germans fell, ran, 
(Tvivvled. searched for cover. The men went into 
altark and drove the I'ritzes to the village of 
/hiikli. 

“On the way hark we picked up enemy equip¬ 
ment and iieelod the unifonns off the dcml 
I'rilres. 

“We picke{| np two company mortars, three 
light machine guns and about two thousand rounds 
of anunnnition. We comilcd more lii.in sixty dead 
I'rilzes. There were no losses on our side. 

“A gen began slielling ns from Zhukli. The 
sliells fell not far from the camp. Nobody paid 
any special nllention lo them because dinner was 
just ready and evcr)onc was busy appeasing bis 
liimgcr, 

“Al nightfall we broke camp. The artillery in¬ 
tensified its shelling of the place where we had 
spent the day. The boys sbowol the Fritzes what 
part of their anatomy to kiss. 
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“Tliere were some cry-babies ami they gol 
seared. W'e laughed at them arid di hri answer Uieir 
many fear-inspired questions. Most of the crvba 
were newcomer?. 

‘*Tlie old-timers were sure the commaii.l would 
?<*t us out of the encirclement. l'liere*d been worse 
times. 

^^Jaly HL We look up positions between Kistcr 
and Zhiikli. 'Hie day pas.«ed quietly. 

‘‘An ordt^r was issued to })ut aside carts for llio 
vvoundwl, altaJidon the n^st of the carts, and set 
out at nightfall, without making a sound. 

“We passed between Bogdalayevka aiid Chen- 
tsy and halted at the old camp near llie villatie of 
Buduslicheye. 

“At noon we heanl sliois and the roar of mo¬ 
tors from the direction of Hadoinka. 

“The enemy w'as pursuing us. 

‘Wig/<r of /. FotIowe<l our old route l<i 

I he Bleshnyansk wood.s and stoppeil for llie day. 

.\round twelve oVlo<*k we heard artillery fire. The 

« 

Trilzcs were shelling ihc Topolcv woods thinking 
we were ihcre. 

‘“Keep it up. You’ve got enough ammunition,’ 
the boys joked, 

“-■luguj/ 3. \Vc cro.sscd tlic Snov River and 
came out into llic Solovvovka Forest, in Oryol Re¬ 
gion, where we called a halt. We were following 
an old and familiar route. 
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“At twenty hours we set out through Solovyov- 
ka. llie inhabitant*! cave us partisans a hearty wel* 

< onie. TIjc peasants treated us to bread and tobacco 
and asked if the Red Army would be coming soon. 
Tlicv were happily surprised to see so many of us. 

‘ Balitsky wa.s the officer of the day. \^’hcn tho 
column had passed out of Solovyovka he returned 
to make sure there were no stragglers in the vil¬ 
lage. lie ran into an old woman and said to her: 

“ ‘Auntie, were there any partisans here?' 

“ ‘Tliere were.' 

“ How many?’ 

“ ‘A million.' 

“ ‘Say. auntie, do you know how lo count to 
a thousand?' 

“ ‘What are you pestering me for? Maybe it 
wasn't a million, but the earth shook an)'way.’ 

“That day in tlie woods we discovered holes in 
the ground in which bullets lay hidden. Soon their 
owners, a group of paratroopers who had recently 
conic down, joined us. 

“At nightfall we moved on and we pitched camp 
between Sofievka and Velikiye Lyady. 

“Through August 1 f there was fighting on var¬ 
ious sectors of our defence positions. Our supply 
of ammunition dwindled. The enemy occupied all 
the surrounding villages. 

“Our provisions ran out. We ale horsemcal. 
Two hundred grams per person. 
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*'-Mornin$ of August 15. Before we had time to 
finish off the next horse the Germans began artil¬ 
lery preparation from three sides at once. They 
pounded us from mortars and guns. Then soldier? 
with bloodhounds appeared. 

“\^'e gave it hot to the Fritzes and their hound? 
and didn’t let them get to the camp. 

“The commander of the united forces. Hero of 
the Soviet Union Fyodorov, issued an order to 
abandon the carts, pul everything into packs, and 
make stretchers for the wounded. Tlie order was 
quickly carried out. 

“When it was all dark we set out. W'e crossed 
the Voronova Cuta-Sofie\'ka road and made our 
way through a swamp. 

“We carried the stretchers with the wounded on 
our shoulders. The wounded groaned and begged 
us not to jolt them. 

“We crossed a road and hailed in the woods. 
\Vc all immediately lay down to rest after posting 
pickets and patrols. The cooks began boiling horsi- 
meat. They had to go to a ditch two kilometres 
away for water. 

“After i«ling and eating some meat, many 
went to the ditch to wash up and do a laundry. 

“Quartermaster Kapranov was happy. ‘I cer¬ 
tainly did feed the boys today—gave them five 
hundred grams of borsemeat each!’ he said. 

“Meanwhile Goebbels’ pals were running 
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JvouiKl ill our «il>ar)clouod Mnip and pholographin® 

I lie auts uc had lofi heliind so Uiey could publisli 
llioir rurrpiit fraiu! in iheir newspapers: 'The par- 
l-'iins are wiped oiil In ilic last man. This is all 
llial remains of ihem.* 

".tufltisl Hi. SeonK <io| llie lay of tlie land 
aloiip (Mir further route. We halted for Iwo davs 
and tlien siriick north lhron<;li a thirk swampv for- 
c-st. We ero>sed the railway line at the villa}.'** of 
Krasny Llsolok. 

‘■While we were erossiri" it an easlltound train 
I'ajs^ed hill the s>tiialii>n was >iieli we coiildn'l event 
(•re at it. 

We h.ilted in the villajre of Medvezhve to dig 
pfitatoc'. Wi**dug them out with our hare hands 
and fille*! our poii«-hes. saeks an 1 pockoLs. \Vc 
ludn l had potal«u's for a lonti lime. 

‘■.IngHs/ 21. The scouts spent a couple of days 
looking for a pla«-c to ford the Ipul Hiver. We 
finally had to turn to an ohl forester. We watched 
Ids every sleji hceause he had a son semng in 
tin* ju.liee force. 

“f)ii orders of the comnrand the united forces 
push on farther. A group headed hy Balitsky is 
heiiig left here to divert attention and to carry 
out demolition work. 

''Aii(i,usl 23. We said goodbye to Balitsky's 
group. By 19:00 \ye were ready to set out. At 
19:30—forward march. 
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“Tlie column advanced in com pel etc silence; 
only the crackle of dry t\>ig5 uiulerfuoi ua.s to iie 
heard every once in a while, ^ e marcliel through 
swampy terrain. Il was hard going; each partisan 
carried his ow'n gear, and arninunihon and weap¬ 
ons. After eight kilometres we made a hall near 
the forester's lodge. Here the crossing of the Iput 
(>egan. 

“The horses, exhausted from their heavy loads 
and the march, gave out and floundered in the 
swamp. Some of them were unable to get out at 
all. The packs were taken off these hor>es and dis- 
Iributed among the men. 

“Around midnight we reached the river. Tlie 
men stripjjcd to tlie skin. ITic river was more 
titan a metre and a half decj). and they had to 
carry everything above their heads. 

got safely across the river and came out on 
Ilyclorussian soil. 

“Morning came. Tlic men gazo:! hopefully at a 
village, where a chunk of bread or a boiled potato 
might be obtained. IJiil no one had the right to 
leave the ranks without pernussioin 

“Soon we reached our slopping place for the 
day. The detachment began to pitch camp. After 
that w'e dug wells aiul pcclc^l potatoes. Some lay 
down to rest. 

“A detail sent to the village surroundoil the po- 
lizei dormitory and opened fire at it. The polizei 
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were taken unawares. The parlisans' accurate fire 
wiped lliem out mercilessly. 

“Political instructor Leonejiko was killed in this 
skirmish. Misha Yegorov was wounded and ma- 
rliitie gunner YesenlLntirov was missing. 

“The men took rich booty: butter, bread and 
honey. We had an abundant and tasty breakfast. 

“On the wav we came across a lot of ashber- 
ries. We picked them hungrily and ate tliem. 

''August 25. We cross-'d the Besed River. The 
detachment didn't call a halt in oriler to get away 
from the enemy, who was bringing up forces. The 
hoys could hardly move their feel. Every 200-300 
metres they dropped to the ground from exhaus¬ 
tion, 

“The command |>crmitted a four-hour halt to 
make dinner. 

“Wc had cliopped firmvood and dug wells 
when suddenly the order came: ‘Slop cooking din¬ 
ner: the hall will be only two hours.' 

“Not knowing what was up, the men began 
swearing. But orders are orders. There was nothing 
for it but to lie down on llie wet ground. Just tlie 
same wc slept like the dead. 

“An hour and a half later die order rang out: 
‘Get readv to move.’ 

“That was the third ilay we'd been marching 
and fighting day and niglil without hardly any food 
or sleep. 
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“F yodorov, Popudrenko, Druzliiiiin. \ arcmenko 
and Rvanov were marcliing along willi us. They 
had ^ven Uieir horses to men who couldn t walk. 

“Around ten kilometres from the Cliccliersk 
woods a village came into sight. The command 
decided to put through a foraging operation. 

“A detail headed by Kudinov, political instruc¬ 
tor of Company Three, was assigned this joh. De¬ 
spite their extreme weariness the men went into 
action with joy. After the very first shots the poli- 
zei fled. The men found out from peasants where 
the house of the polizei and the house of the slar- 
osta were. 

“In the deputy slarosta’s house the scouts dis¬ 
covered a barrel of honey. In the storeroom they 
found two more barrels. Then another five. They 
brought the honey to the camp, where it was dis¬ 
tributed among the units. 

"August 26. We entered tlie Chechorsk woorls 
and pitched camp between tbc villages of \amitsk 
and Vysokaya Griva. Untended cows were wander¬ 
ing about in the woods. Quartermaster Kapranov 

greatly rejoiced at this. 

“TTie owmers of the cows proved to be SvetiU 
ovichi and Chechersk partisans whose conxmaiider 
had crossed the front line after a lost battle. Left 
without leadership, the detachment had broken up 
into amall groups which w’erc hiding from the 
Germans. 
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‘The commander of llie united forces managed 
to round up lliosc CToups and fonii a Svetilovichi 
and a Checliersk dclaclnnenl. Thev joined our forces. 

‘''Scpiember 3. Crossed the Pokot River. 

“We Mew up several German trucks on the 
f.hechersk-Sidoroviclii road. 

"Septemher II. Had a s-kirmish with llie enemy. 
W’e look cover at the edge of the woods south of 
the village of Sidorovichi. Soon a column of Hit¬ 
lerites came out of the village. W’e let them come 
within hft\ metres and then opcne<l up nuchine- 
gun. tommy-gun and rille fire. They took to llighl. 
W’e mowed lliem down; the wounded screamed. 

“Nurse Valya I’rotsenko kept a clo-se watch on 
the Fritzes crawling acros.s the field and shouted, 
'There, there’s one, shoot him!’ Valya was wounded 
in the shoulder. A luillet rent maeliinc gunner Sa¬ 
sha Shirokov’s car. 

“On the road, near the hridge. we plantoil 
a mine in such a way that a peasant cart could get 
jMist safely but a truck would be sure to be blown 
u(). Machine gunners lay down in ambusli, A trude 
appeared. Its left rear wheel ran over the mine. 

“There was a deafening explosion and the truck, 
carrying ammunition, flew into the air. 

"'Sepiemhcr 12. Our column moved northward in 
pitch darkness and a pouring rain, W’e halted so>’e- 
inl times along the way to wail for the laggers. Not 
to gel lost W'c had to hold on to the horses’ tails. 
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‘•The rain kept up in the moniing. We hailed 
near llie village of Guta Osipovskaya to cook din¬ 
ner. A cloud of smoke rose over the forest. The 
FriUes notice-1 it. Shells began flying into tlie 
camp. One of the men from the supply unit ran 
over to the demolition squad and hid from the 
shells behind some boxes of TNT. That made 
everybody laugh. 

“In the evening the column set out again. 
marched through the settlement of Krinichny, 
south of Mikhailovka. German horses were grazing 
out in the meadow tliore, and the boys look advan¬ 
tage of the opportunity to exchange their worn- 
out ones. 

“We skirted Lamevsk on the souUi. tunied 
northeast, skirted the village of Medv'edi on the 
south and captured flour from two windmills 
there, as well as the polizei on duly. 

''September 15. Stopped in the woods southeast 
of the village of Poporotnya. There was no water 
and we had to dig deep wells and wail until water 
flowed in. Fighting man Lopachev related: ‘I was 
down in the well, and on top there was a pail al¬ 
most full, ril put in one more dipperful, I thought, 
and then I’ll take it to the kitchen. I dipped it 
out, straightened up and saw a diinny nag staring 
at me. Beside her was an entpty pail....* 

“September 16. The woods ended. On a clear 
moonlit night w-e came out on a field and went 
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on to the Bcsed River between Khotimok and Kise- 
levka. The grass was white with early niorniiig 
frost. We started crossing. The men quickly stripped 
atul etilered the water without nialnng a sound. 
All that could be heard ^vas the water splashing, 
and some of the fellows' teeth chattering. 

"Svplcinher V>. Rested two <lays and began 
preparing for a big operation. Everybody was 
eager for action; those "ho for some reason or 
other weren't allowed to take part were very disap¬ 
pointed. 

"Si'pti’mber 23. It) the evening a group of about 
.'iOO partisans under Popudrenko left camp with the 
objective of routing the garrison iti the district 
centre of Gordeyevka. 

‘■Resides, ihcv had orders to tlcslrov the distil- 

• ' 

Icrv in the settlement of TvorUhino. 

“A Voroshilov detachment company headed by 
Markov set out for the distillery. 

‘■'nic main blow at Gordeyevka was dealt by 
Company One and Comjwny Two of the Stalin 
detachment. Several groups from the Shchors de¬ 
tachment lay in ambush hy the road. 

“September 24. By 4:00 the units were at the 
jump-o(T line. Telegraph poles were toppled to the 
ground and communications cut. 

“Tliere were still two hours before the begin¬ 
ning of the operation. Almost all tlie men lay down 
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ill a roadside ditch to rest and to get some shelter 
from the cold autumn wind. 

“The officers gathered around Popudrenko, who 
gave them last-minute instructions. 

“Soon they got their units up. Shivering with the 
cold, the men took their places. 

“At 6:00 our battalion mortar opened up. This 
was the signal for the attack. The men broke into 
the village and scattered down the streets. A win¬ 
dow in one of the houses crashed and a policeman 
jumped out of it. He ran a little way and then 
hung on a fence like a dress put out to dry. 

“The partisans ran up to the house of the chief 
of police. He dashed into the next apartment and 
jumped out of the window. 

“Vasya Kozlov shouted: ‘Stop, don’t shoot, 
boys!’ and ran after him for all he was worth. 

“The traitor was caught and executed on the 
spot. 

“Company One came up to the commandant’s 
oflice. The Fritzes, hiding behind a brick garage, 
started throwing grenades o\'er it. 

“Mazepin cleverly picked off one of the Ger¬ 
mans who had been throwing grenades and shout- 
c<l: ‘Boys, the Fritzes are beating it! Follow me. 
quick!’ 

“They took the commandant’s office. 

“The remaining fascists fled to the mill, where 
they too met their death. 
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‘ In tlie main ihc bailie was over. In the back 
frardens and at ihc edge of the village partisan? 
were still smoking out FriUcs and their henchmen. 

A i)ecr-l)ellied burgotnasler was caught too. 

■’W’e fretnl llie people who had been arreslcil. 
\tnoti 2 them wa« a sehoollearher whom ihe Hiller- 
ites had arrosled for playing Soviet songs on a 
phonograph to schoollcacher? whom he had calle<l 
together for a district conference at tlieir orders. 

“.Almost all the inliahitant? came out into the 
streets without wailine for the Kittle to end. The 
peasants eagerly asked us about the front, aho.il 
the Soviet Union and the Hed Army and willingly 
helped us ferret out Nazis. One resident stuck a 
pitchfork into a ilitlcrite examining judge. 

“They showed us an enemy leallet promising 
.“iO hectares of good land and 50.01H) in cash for 
Fyodorov, <load or alive. Besides that they promised 
salt, matches and a choice of an unlimited quan* 
tity of rum or vodka. For Popudrcnko—30.000 in 
cash. For medium onicers—10.000 apiece. For a 
rank-and-ftle partisan the price was 5,000 plus salt, 
matches and kerosene. 

“ “V^dio wants to make some money?’ Popud- 
renko asked the people gathered around. They burst 
out laughing. 

“\^'c opened tlte warehouses and distributed salt, 
matches and other items among the population. 

"October 3. Rested after the operation and turned 
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back. The enemy fired at our column from am¬ 
bush. Companies One and Two of the Stalin de¬ 
tachment immediately deployed. 

“Avksentyev’s machine guns opened fire. Se¬ 
ryozha Mazepin peppered the enemy accurately with 
his mortar. The enemy fled, leaving behind forty 
dead and four trucks on fire. 

“Our Josses were two killed and three wounded. 

“After quickly crossing the bridge and then die 
railway our column bypassed the hamlet of Soko¬ 
lovsky and halted at the camp of local partisans 
commanded by Shemyakin. 

“\^’e remained tliere about ten days. Everybody 
rested up. In the evening the partisans danced to an 
accordion and sang songs. The propaganda depart¬ 
ment put out a new issue of our talking newspaper. 

“Everyone especially enjoyed the couplets about 
a man from the supply department. Zyama Davi¬ 
dovich, who had shown fear during tlic operation 
but had gone around collecting eggs and chasing 
chickens when the enemy was smashed. 

“For a long time after the men chanted: 

“ ^Zyatna chick-chick. Zyama chick-chick’ 

“Companies One and Two of the Stalin detach¬ 
ment wiped out an Italian garrison in the village 
of Botayevo. 

“They captured a lot of wine, cookies, candy 
and the like from the Italians. 

“A neat and foppish Italian came riding into 
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our camp. From hi* 5-a<idle hung a sliiny nickel- 
plait'd rnffcc pol. He had come to join us in fight¬ 
ing against llie llillcritcs but that cofTee pol pre¬ 
vented us from taking him seriously. 

“Here too a group of war prisoners headed 
by Kostya Lysenko joined us: lliey came witli thir¬ 
teen rifles and three light machine guns. 

‘‘Soon we left that liospitable forest and set out 
via Osinka. Vyukovo. Sadovaya and Kotolino, 
where wc again crossed the Ipiit. 

'‘Oclnher 27. Balitsky's group caught up with 
us. ^Vc hadn’t seen oiir lip-top demolition men for 
more thati two nionlhe. and of late hadn't men ha<l 
any news t>f them. W'c gave them a grand welcome. 
The olbc^Ts kissed each man in turn and presented 
each of litem with some Italian wine; those who 
askctl for it got alcohol too. 

“The intrepid commander of the demolition 
men read out his report to the command of the 
miited forces in the presence of all the men: 

“ ‘Between August 23 and October 25 the dem¬ 
olition group which you assigned to the Bakh- 
mach-Rryansk and (iomel-Chernigov lines accom¬ 
plished the followittg: I) Killed 1.187 German in¬ 
vaders, including 327 officers and one general. 
2) Vl'ounded 582 enemy soldiers. 3) Destroyed 9 
rncjiiv trains, 10 locomotives and 125 railway cars. 
■I) Held u|) Iraffic on these lines for a lota.1 of 
191 hours. 5) Blew up 5 trucks and 1 passenger 
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car on the highways. 6) Executed 10 staroslas and 
policemen.’ 

^'November 3. The forest we entcreil is called 
the ‘Kletnya \^’oodlan.is' by the local people. 

“It is fairly big and is solid, merging on the 
with the Mukhin woods and on the east with 
the Bryajxsk woods. 

“As soon as we arrived wc began building dug- 
outs and auxiliary structures. 

“Besides our united forces there were many 
other detachments based In this forest, forming 
a huge partisan camp. 

“On ail sides roads and paths led to the neigh¬ 
bouring detachments: Shemyakin’s, Shestakov’s, 
Apanasenko’s, Zebnitsky’s, Yeremin’s, Gorbacliev's. 
Antonenko’s, llie Kletnya district detachment, the 
Mglin district detachment and others. 

“\S’e saw with our own eyes the sweep the par¬ 
tisan movement in the enemy rear had taken. Thou¬ 
sands of indomitable souls had gatliercd here to take 
wngeance on the hated enemy for their defiled 
land, for the blood of their people. 

“An area of several hundred square kilometres 
was a veritable partisan region. In dozens of vil¬ 
lages and settlements people lived the life of free 
Soviet citizens, immune to fascist oppression. 

“The population helped the partisans out with 
food, warm clothing and moans of transportation, 
“A watermill in the village of Kotalin with a 
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daily rapa* ilv of almost five tons cateretl lo all the 
|K)rti<^aii clelaclimenls. 

* In village of Nikolayevka a wool-carding 
[>lanl had Ixvn set up. The iiihalulanls of the viU 
Inpcs in the locality gladly pave the partisans 
prain. |>olatoes and hay. and milk for Uic wounded. 
Partisan hospitals wore quartered in village 
liouscs. 

“In their turn the partisans did garrison duly 
in all the xillases. safrpuariling the lahoiir ami ll>o 
tranquillity of peaceful Soviet citizens. 

‘The village la Is helped the partisans do gar¬ 
rison duly. The girls knlttwl mittens and made cain- 
oiiRage cloaks. 

“The jiarlisans delivered newspapers lo the 
riopulalion. regularly supplied them with Soviet In- 
formation Bureau hiiUclins, and when contacl with 
Moscow was cstahlishcd began demonstrating films 
and arranging lectures by qualified speakers who 

llcw in from the Soviet rear. 

“An aero<lrome was laid out on a field near the 
village of Nikolayevko. The 2nd Platoon of Com¬ 
pany One was put on guard there. At an agreed 
signal bonfires were Hi at the aerodrome every 
night. 

“/Votember W. All the preparations had been 
made to receive the first plane to land. At eleven 
in the evening came the drone of on approaching 
plane. Tlie gigantic silhouette of an aircraft was 
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outlined against the dark sky. After eircling se\eral 
times in greeting the huge craft landed on oiir 
aerodrome. A loud ‘Hurrah’ rang out. 

“The partisans rejoiced. The fljers eagerly told 
them about the Mainland, about Moscow, about iho 
factories and kolkhozes, and treated them to Mos- 
coAv cigarettes. 

“At the height of the con\-ersation the com¬ 
mander of the united forces. Hero of the Soviet 
Union Fyodorov, rode up. 

“He took in the gathering with a happy glance. 

“‘Well,’ he said ‘goodbye and good luck,’ and 
•he quickly climbed up the steps into the plane. 

“The engines roared, and the plane’s bright 
lighta flashed on. The plane ran down the level 
white length of the field, look off easily and after 
circling several times in farewell headed cast. ’ 

* # « 

The gunner-radioman lifted in the ladder and 
slammed tlic door. I rushctl to tlic window but 
only had time to catch a glimpse of a bonfire. The 
cncines started roaring and the plane gave a ^erk 
and began bumping over the snow mound-s. Our 
aerodrome, after all. was very far from perfect. A 
few seconds later we were off the ground. 

We had taken off from Little, or partisan. Land, 
and if the flyers were to be believed we should he 
m Moscow in three hours. 
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1 found it very liard to believe this even now 
when tlic plane was j)iekin}; n|i speed and the icy 
chill of the heights was )>enetrating to my ^kin. 

Mv feelings at the lime were nuirh more com¬ 
plex than that, though. Wild joy. exultation and pay 
l)oyi>h cnlluisiasm \sere someliow illopically min¬ 
gled with thoiighlfnlness and even fear. 

Yes. I wa< afr.iid—not of an aec-idenl or of 
rleath. hut that I might Jiot reach Mo.scow. (.losing 
my eves. ! saw Hed .Square, the Uol-hoi Theatre. 
('.ork\ Streut. ... I saw Nikita Sergeyevich Khru¬ 
shchov rise from his desk. I saw the dcMir o|>en and 
Joseph X’issarionovich Stalin come in. • • . 

To tell the tnitli. I had greatly envied Kovpak. 
Sahurov and all the other partisan commanders 
wlto went to Moscow in yVugust. I knew that I too 
had heen among those invited to attend a confer¬ 
ence of partisan commanders at the Central Com¬ 
mittee of tile Communist Parly of the Soviet Ihuon 
iHolshcviks). IJut there was no radio comnniiii- 
calion with us at the lime, as the reader knows. Tlie 
Central Committee and partisan headquarters sent 
two groups behind the enemy linos one after the 
other especially to locate our detachment. One 
of these groups lamlcd in the enemy’s positions 
and went heroically to its death; llie other, after 
wandering about i«i the woods for a long time 
finally managed to find us at the end of October. 
These comrades brought us a new portable radio 



transmiUer and it was they who told us about 
the August conference in llie Kremlin with Com¬ 
rade Stalin. But even if the messengers had arrived 
in time 1 still wouldn't liave been able to lly off 
to Moscow: the enemy was pressing us so hard 
at tlie time that we couldn’t have taken the chance 
of letting a plane land. 

Of course I, like all of my comrades, had 
been greatly excited by the news that a conference 
of partisan commanders had been held with Com¬ 
rade Stalin. Tlie messengers naturally couldn't give 
us any details of this conference. But we saw 
that the Central Committee of the Communist 
Party of the Soviet Union (Bolsheviks) and the 
C'cntral Committee of the Communist Party (Bol¬ 
sheviks) of the Ukraine were worried by the break 
in radio communications with us and the absence 
of regular information about our situation and 
onr operations. also saw that the Party and 
Comrades Stalin and Khrushchov personally were 
awaiting a detailed report from us. 

We all realized that in a week or two, or in 
a month, as soon as tliere was an opportunity, a 
plane would come to us from Uie Soviet rear, take 
on tlie heavily wounded and perhaps bring me 
an order to fly to Moscow to deliver a report. 

Indeed, no more than two weeks had passed, 
and I was already on the way to Moscow. 

In the heavy map case resting in my lap I 
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was carrying a report to the Central Committee ot 
the Parly on the combat and political activities 
Ilf onr iindorgroiind R-C. During the previous two 
weeks the R.('.. had met frequently, despite diHicult 
marches and constant clashes with the punitive 
forces that were pressing ns hard. Now in a farm¬ 
house on the ouUkirti of a village, at night, now 
.'iround a fire out in a hold, we had discu.^sed each 
[lagc of the re|»ort at length. And once, when we 
had taken shelter from tlie autumn rain in an 
abaiidoned Italian van. we had gone off into day* 
dreams. .. . Yes, daydreams, although we were 
drawing up a report. We already know by tlial 
lime that Kovjrak and Saburov had received some 
sort of new as.signmenl from Comrade Stalin. \^e 
realized that a re[)ort is not only a summing-up 
of the past but a glance into the future as well. 
Ppon how tlic Party, how Comrade Stalin, eval¬ 
uated our comhat activities and our work among 
the population would depend what we could be 
entrusted with in future. 

I opened the map case and leafed llirough the 
report. In its terse and laconic lines were om- 
bodied all our thoughts and feelings, our hopes and 
our dreams.... I again saw Moscow in my mind's 
eye, and again fear gripped me at Uie thought that 
something might happe.n to the plane. 

Meanwhile, however, all was going well: we 
'were Hybig through inhy darkness; inedde Oie 
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cabin a tiny bulb burned dimly; I could bear the 
muffled voices of my companions. 

I kept glancing at the dial of my watch but 
I couldn't make out how much time had passed. 
No matter how hard I tried to remember the lime, 
when I brought the walclt to my eyes I saw I liad 
forgotten again. 

The co-pilot opened the door of his cabin and 
announced that we were flying over tlie frontline. 
I went in to the pilots, and all of a sudden I saw 
the front. We were flying at an altitude of four 
thousand' metres. It was a clear night but there 
were no stars—or perhaps I didn't notice them 
for the many bright lights flashing above the earth. 
On all sides green, red, violet and yellow rockets 
were streaking througli die darkness. Long sharp 
beams crept along the ground in various direc¬ 
tions. ... I didn’t immediately grasp that these were 
headliglits. Never in my life had I seen such a 
blinding display of fireworks. ... 

The co-pilot shouted something in my ear, 
and at the same instant a whole sheaf of rays rose 
in the air. The silvery wing of our plane glistened, 
and red globes began bursting around u.s, quite 
doge. 1 gazed at them in fascination for quite 
some time before I realized they were anti-aircraft 
shells—tlie very thing we had to fear most! 

Tlie plane was evidently climbing. It became 
unbearably cold. I returned to the big cabin and 
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knelt beside a window. All the re^t. except the 
severely wounded, also had their faces glued to 
the p.ines. Soon llic bursts became fewer. Now 
breathing was easier: the plane was losing altitude 
fast. My heart stopped hammering, but 1 suddenly 
felt all iny inuscK's aching. 

Another forty minutes passed. Tlie co-pilot 
again opened the door of the cabin and said we 
were approaching ^lo^cow•. 

llu* aerodrome wa.< lit up very dimly. Strange 
faces surrouniKHl us. I kisstvj <iomconc with whi.sk* 
ers, then everybody moved aside and a woman in 
\iniform slrelcbed out her haml: she evidently 
didn’t intend to kiss me. Her handshake was ab¬ 
rupt and firm. She iulroductid herself in a loud 
voice: 

“Lieutenant ('.olonel Grizodubova." 

W’e went with her down a park lane lightly 
powdered with snow. A door was opened, and I 
saw a bright light, dozens of tables covered with 
white tahlerlotlis, and a crowvf of men in Hying 
suits and fur jackets.... Everybody shook hands 
with US. We ate, drank toasts, answereil a multi- 
lade of (jueslions. laughed heartily. 

This was the airmen's messroom at an aero¬ 
drome outside Moscow. Here, it appeared, men re¬ 
turning from distant missions could gel a hot meal 
at any hour of the day or night. 

A little after six in tlie morning Lieutenant 


Colonel Grizodubova told us that cot, had been 
n»ade ready for us and we could take a rest I 
asked her how our wounded had been fixed up and 
said I would like to visit them. She replied that all 
of them were now asleep in the aerodrome hospital. 

In my little room I undressed and lay down 
between t^vo amazingly white sheets, though I 
knew very well I wouldn’t be able to fall asleep. 
As I stretched out and breathed in the fresh smell 
of clean linen I felt extraordinarily light. And then 
I burst into laughter: on the chair beside me hung 
very strange gear: an enormous hat witli a ribbon 
across it, a Magyarka, or jacket of thick Hungar¬ 
ian lambskin, and a leallicr coat. Also a tommy 
gun, four spare drums, a Mauser, an automatic.... 

A minute before all tlib bad been on me. 
Probably no less than fifteen kilos! That was 

why I felt 80 light now. 

Comrade Grizodubova had .said rooms were 
reserved for U8 at the Moskva Hotel and that cars 
would call for us. 

We waited and waited, and then Volodin, who 
was an old Moscovite and kn€\v his way around 
there better than any of us othem. suggested that 
we take the suburban electric train into town. 

The idea appealed to us. We quickly dressed, 
said goodbye to our hospitable aerodrome hosts 
and set out for the station. 
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At fir^l the car wasn't crowded. Only a few 
women and •^oine schoolchildren got on at the 
same lime we dl<l. Plieu an old factory worker sal 
down heside me. 

As ihe car filled up we noticed that the pas* 
snipers were starinp at us. The old man was Uie 
iii>t to speak to me. 

“Sav. son. where do you come from?” 

“What do >ou mean where from, dad?” 

“Cairi make you out—from tlic puns you're 
c.nrryinp you look as if >ou‘rc going into battle. 
Ihit from your clothes you don t look like sol- 

I * 

wrs ^... . 

A primv-faced trade school hoy silling opiiasite 
said in a clear voice: 

‘“They're partisans!” 

"Mow (lid you guess?” Yaremenko asked. 
“The Gcrmati tommy guns, llie moustaches and 
the rihliotis. .Anyone who knows anything can see 
that. T hot you shaved off your beards, huh? ’ 

llial set conversation going. \ minute later we 
were the centre of attention. The passengers show¬ 
ered ns with questions. 

“Is there a Morozov among you by chance?” 
an elderly woman called out over the heads of the 
people in front of her. “Victor Nikolayevich Mo¬ 
rozov? They broadcast over the radio tltat hes 
serving in a partisan detachment but they didn't 
<uy 






The Moscovilcs displayed an in!erc<^i in ab* 
solutely everything pertaining to partisan life. 
Every time one of our boys spoke* the people in 
the car fell silent* as if they %vere at a lecture. 
We were stirred and touched b) this attention. We 
observed that the Moscovites had an exaggerated 
conception of the danger the partisans come up 
against. W hen we tried to belittle it. our audience 
protested: 

“Come, you’re being modest. W^e know. . . . 

I told the trade scliool boy that we had more 
than twenty youngsters his age in our detachment. 

At first he got all excited. 

“Can ! join up willi you, really? How IM 
like to! Tve got t%vo brothers at the fronts and 
I’d be helping them!” 

The people around laughed. The boy flushed 
in embarrassment. 

“No, I understiind.” he said, lookinjj out of the 
window, “altogether different people are needed.” 

“Tliat’s right,” the old man conBrmed. “You 
have to be a hero. The partisans, my young man, 
are men of a special mould.^ You and 1, 've 

haven’t eaten enough spiiiach. 

This conception of the parties as some 
kind of legendary giants—essentially a very 
hairmful conception—had l>e«i drummed into 
I>eople by newspaper feature writers. Uter. after 
reading newspapers and magazines in Moscow, 1 
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saw that the stories about partisan deeds were 
often inventions. The heroes in these stories were 
so boundlessly brave and so extraordinary that 
it was hard to believe they were real human 
beings. And it is no wonder that the average 
reader thought: "how can I compete witli such 
daredenls?” 

I often regretted that we didn't have a writer 
in our ranks, who might have truthfully told 
how the most ordinary of Soviet men and wo¬ 
men were 'battling in the forests, how hero¬ 
ism was becoming an everyday necessity for 
them. 

We in turn were also surprised by everything 
we saw. No doubt the way I scrutinized a tall 
thin woman in glosses seome<l not at all proper. 
On her shoulder, like a rifle, she held a spade 
wra})pcd in a cardboard folder. 

Noticing my glance, she smiled and said: 

"W'hy do you stare at me so?” 

“Frankly speaking. iFs not at you but at the 
spade... 

“Really? WTiy. yes, that's true, it must seem 
funny if you're not used to it. But just take a 
look around you... 

I followed her advice, and only then did I 
notice that almost all the passengers carried 
spades wrapped in cloths or paper. And almost 
all of them had heavy sacks or baskets. 

m 



“Potatoes—the staff of life.” a young working 
woman explained gravely. e re heroes of the 
spade, comrade partisans.. .. And why not? she 
went on, warming up to her subject. I guess 
every’body here dug trenches all around Moscow 
with these same spades, and how much sand we 

carried up into tlic attics!” 

“Now you’re letting your tongue run away 
mth you,” the old man put in, interrupUng her. 
“Moscow doesn’t pul any stock in talcs of woe. 
Men are risking their lives out there, and you 

talk about spades....” 

We stood up for her. Wliat we had h^rd' in 
the car evoked our admiration, and a thirst for 
vengeance, and respect for the courage of the 
ordinary Soviet working people. 

When we had been riding for some time I icU 
like taking a smoke. I rolled myself a cigarette 
and got up to go out on the platform. 

“Thai’s all right, dad,” said the conductr^. 
“Smoke in here, you’re a gu^. U U comes to ^at 

I’ll explain to the inspector.” 

1 looked at her with interest. She couldn t 

have been a day under thirty. 

“I don’t think I’m old enough to be your dad. 

I said. 

“How old are you?” 

“Forty.” 
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“Vi'ell. well! lt"s hard lo believe it. And vou 

• 

probably wouldirt brlievo Vin twenly-lwo. So 
fijriire it out yourself/* 

\^’c hotli laughed. Everyone around broke 
into a smite. \^hy? \ on d lliiiik ought to feel 
l»liu\ .. . 

what we are like, we Russians/* the old 
man reiTiarke<l thouglilfiilK. 

When we eaine out on Koinsoniol>kava Plo- 
sluliad llif general aUention am* nltractcd made us 
tlirow out our rlicsl>. W’e formed ranks without 
even Iieing aware of it and marched off in step. 
We marched into the Metro station tlial way loo. 

Ten minutes later we were exclianging kisses 
witli Strokacli. Korniels. Spivak. Slarrheiiko and 
Gn'eliiiklia. Tliere were many top men of the 
Central Committee of the ITcraininn Communist 
Party and the llkraininn Government living in the 
Moskva Hotel at the lime. Leonid Romanovich Kor- 
tiicls arranged a gala breakfast. 

A.s I listened to the speeches and toasts, I coAild 
hear the clang of streetcars and the honking of 
automobile horns out in the street.... 

“Ix)ok here, comrades!” Balabai suddenly 
cried, interrupting everybody. ‘'\^’hy, this is .^Ios• 
cow, dammit all! We’re in Moscow! There’s the 
Kremlin over there, and Comrade Stalin’s there! 
So let's drink to Moscow and to Stalin’s health!” 

After this toast it became so noisy that of 
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course I could no longer hear either the street¬ 
cars or the autos. 

To my regret. Comrade Stalin 'vasn t in 

Moscow at the time. ^ 

“V^’ail a day or two,’* I was told, ‘*Josc))n 

Vissarionovich will return.... 

But Comrade Stalin was delayed by battle- 
front affairs, and I didn't get to see him. 

I had to content myself with what Comrades 
Grcchuklia, Korniets and Strokach related. They 
had been at the Kremlin reception together with 
Kovpak and had heard Jos^pl’ Vissarionovich’s 
message to the partisans. What Grechukha and 
Strokach related prepared me for my meetings with 
Comrades Kalinin, Voroshilov and MalciKov. 
Many of the questions I had planned to ask were 


already ans^vercd. 

Knowing how busy the members of the State 
Committee of Defence were, 1 tliouglu my meetings 
with them would be brief and strictly official. 

Functioning in Moscow at that lime was the 
Ukrainian Partisan Headquarters, the .actual rh.rf 
of which was NikiU Sergeyevich Khrushchov Not. 

withstanding the great deal of work he 
as a member of the Military Counc.l of the SooU.- 
western Front, and later of the Voronezh .and 
First Ukrainian f»nts. Comrade Khru^chov 
personally directed the partisan movement m the 
Ukraine, chief of suff of the part«an movement 
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was Comrade Strokach. Also functioning in Mos¬ 
cow was the Central Headquarters, the chief of 
which was Comrade Ponomarenko, secretary of the 
Ceniral Coniinittee of the Communist Party (Bol¬ 
sheviks) of Byelorussia. In charge of the headquar. 
tors was Klimenty Yefremovich Voroshilov. 

During my meetings in Moscow with officials 
of die Central Committee of the Party and of the 
jiartiaan headquarters I came to see how large the 
partisan forces were, what a gigantic scope the 
people's resistance movement in the enemy rear 
had acquired. WTiat was perhaps even more impor- 
tanU I came to sec and to feel that the partisan 
movement occupied a signiRcant place in the 
total armed forces of the country, and that it 
was being planned and directed by the Central 
Committee of the Communist Parly of the So¬ 
viet Union (Bolsheviks) and by Comrade Stalin 
personally. 

In the Central and' Ukrainian headquarters I 
made the acquaintance of liighly-qualiRM officers 
who were maintaining regular operative contact with 
the remotest partisan districts. After talking with 
Strokach and Ponomarenko I learned that when 
we lost contact with Moscow it had been a misfor¬ 
tune not only for us: the Cettiral Committee of 
the Party had searched for ^is and headquarters 
had sent dorm signals into the ether twenty-four 
hours a day. 
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I learned tliat on an assignment given by 
Comrade Stalin numerous specialists uere working 
day in and day out on new t)pes of partisan weap¬ 
ons. were designing mines and silencers for fire¬ 
arms. If we hadn't then got lost we would have 
received some of the new inventions by this time. 

I learned that thousands of volunteers in all 
parts of the countr>' were sending in applications 
to the Central Committee of the Communist Parlv 
of the Soviet Union (Bolsheviks) and the Central 
Committee of the Communist Party (Bolsheviks) of 
the Ukraine rc«}uesting. and some even demanding, to 
be sent to the partisans. Tliese weren't only Ukrain¬ 
ians and Byelorussians anxious to take a direct 
part in the .struggle for the lil)eration of their 
native soil. Applications were being filed by men 
and women of the most diverse nationalities in¬ 
habiting the Soviet Union. 

All these applications were fonvarded to the 
partisan headquarters. Here the applications were 
carefully studie<l, and very many applicants were 
summoned to Moscow. 

I learned that schools training the volunteers 
in tlie act of partisan warfare already existed. 
'Fhese schools trained radio operators, demolition 
men and officers and gave advanced training to 
flyers working on partisan airlines. 

I learned, finally, that tliere was a special 
partisan hospital in Moscow. Hundreds of our 
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<'omra(l<’«-i»i-ann5 liad already been Irc^aled in 
this }in«pilal and bad llnwn bark lo llieir detarh- 
niriil';, 

I uill say it frankly—in Moscow my self-res- 
j)ert as a {wrtisan rose preatly, especially after I 
became acquaintetl with some of the ovciall results 
of the partisan slrupjrlc. Tliese figures took my 
breath away. It goes wiihout saying they could not 
be published at the time. Hut I very much wanted 
to hurry bark and tell tlie men in the detachnicnls 
what the jiartisan movement really was. 

Yes—to tell the partisans what the partisan 
movement was. .\etually they knew very little 
about it: only what they saw and were doing them- 
selves. Yet in Moscow every person I met asked 
me one am! the .same question when he learned 
that I came “from out there”: “V^^ial is the par- 
lisni movement? Tell us in detail....” 

On November 12. 1942. I was received by 
Commde Voradiilov. .After Ponomarenko had in¬ 
troduced me. Klimenty Yefremovneh sliook my 
baml and said: 

“He seated. Deliver your report—as fully as 
po,ssiblr.” 

* * * 

I reported for more llum two hours. Actually 
it wasn’t a report but an animated' and informal 
ronversation. It was Klimenty Yefremovich himself 
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who set the informal atmosphere. At the very 
beginning of the talk he said to the generals and 
ofliccrs who were present: 

“I must warn you that Comrade Fyodorov is 
not a military specialist but an H.C. secretary. On 
certain specifically militar)' points he is entitled 
to ntake mistakes.*' 

I strove not to abuse this right, of course. 
Klimenty Yefremovich asked me a Host of ques¬ 
tions, and although I had prepared long and ear¬ 
nestly for the report, some of them took me un¬ 
awares. 

When I finished reporting. Klimenty Yefrem¬ 
ovich rose from the table, looked searchingly into 
my eyes and said: 

“You probably realize that the fate of the war 
is now being docidcvl at Stalingrad and that . . . 
in the near future the front will come closer to 
you. Tlic Red Army's offensive will be sweeping. 
Have you thought about how partisan tactics 
should be revised to corros^pond to broad offensive 
operations by the Rod Army?” Without giving me 
a chance to reply he went on: “Your aid will he 
very much needled by the Red Arm)>” 

Klimenty Yefremovich stepped out from behind 
the table and led me up to the wall, which was 
almost completely covered by silk draperies. Draw¬ 
ing lliera apart to reveal a big ten-kiloinetre scale 
map which was marked up with coloured pencils 
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from lop to lK)tlom. he took a pointer and drew 
it arounii the di>trict5 where Gomel, Oiernigov an<i 
Oryol repions met. I probably wasn't able to hide 
my surprise at seeins that the entire course of our 
moxemont for the previous half year was indicated 
on the map by blue arrows. \\ hat especially sur¬ 
prised me was tlie fact that the very latest data, 
which I had submitted to headquarters onlv the 
<iay before, were already indicated. 

Noticing my surprise. Klimenlv Yefrojnovicli 
smiled. 

“Just about correi't? \t'ell. don't you think it’s 
time for you to move from here toward some big 
railway junclion, straddle that junction, become the 
master of the situation there and not let enemv 
trains through to the front?" 

I didn't know what to ansxvcr right off. Com¬ 
rade Strokach spoke ahead of me. 

"May I. Comrade Marshal? The Ukrainian 
Headquarters considers that Fyodorov’s uniterl 
forces ought to return to Chernigov Region from 
the Kletnya woods as soon as possible." 

"Bakhmach?" Klimenty Yefremovioh pul in 
animatedly. .After a moment’s thought he con¬ 
tinued: 

“The Bakhmach junction xvill do, but so xvill 

the Korosten or the Shepetovka- Incidentally. 

Comrade Fyodorov, do you know that Kovpak and 
Saburov have set out on a long-distance raid xvest? 





That's not a bad tiling, either. Here tlie proximity 
of the front will hamper you. \\ ouldn t it be bet¬ 
ter to wthdraw a bit deeper? Tliere’s a smaller 
concentration of occupation forces there... . Have 
you the forces for a long-distance raid? "dll 
give you some help, naturally... . Very well, don t 
answer at once, think it over. Only bear in mind 
that it’s lime to intensify demolition work consider¬ 
ably. That's the main tiling now. In his talks with 
us Comrade Stalin directs our attention to this 
activity. Your united forces have some experience 
already, haven’t they?” 

“Forty-six trains,” I said, 

“What do you use? Where do you get your 
explosives?” 

“We received TNT. We make the mines our¬ 
selves. Lately we've been getting explosives too 
from German shells and from dud air bombs. 

Klimenty Ycfremovich evinced an interest in 
our homemade products. I told him how we melted 
down TNT from shells and how we hunted for dud 

bombs. 

“The Hitlerites, Klimenty Ycfremovich, ar© train¬ 
ing their flyers in precision bombing and are send¬ 
ing them out to bomb separate hamlets, flour mills 
and small villages. Many of these bombs don’t go 
off. As soon as our demolition men spot a group 
of such ‘trainees’ they immediately gallop 
‘catch bombs.’ The villagers even get angry at the 



hn\5. ‘\mi <Ievils/ [hoy sav, Soirre slad ^vlien lli^'V 
bomb us. Of course, il's no great jov. but we need 
llie TNT.” 

■‘^ou iiieaji to say they bomb just like tliat. by 
\\a\ of training? Not even as punishment for pjix- 
tisan operations? ’ Shaking his head. Klitnciity 
^efremovirh added: must write about such 

facts, tell the people, the soldiers.... But let us 
get back to our conversation. And so,” he continued, 

‘ what <lo you need so as to be able to make a 
long-distance raid? You have already llioushl the 
qiK'slion over and agree that you ought to?” 

I really had come to siicli a derision but had 
resolved to li.sl our requirements before saying so. 
1 askeil for more tommy gtms, macliine guns and 
unti-tank rifles, for several field guns, radio sta¬ 
tions and mobile printshops, and S[)oke about our 
everyrlay needs as well. But it so happened that 
I forgot to mention explosives. 

“You see. Comrade Ponomarenko,” Klimenty 
Ycfrcmovich .said to the chief of slafT, “your com¬ 
manders underestimate demolition work.” 

It was a regrettable slip, all the more regret¬ 
table since I was fully cognusant of the importance 
of domolition work. There was nothing for it but to 
set myself right. 

“Discuss with Comrades Ponomarenko and 
Strokach which .'sector to choose, and plan your 
route,” Klimenty Yefremovich said. 
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Then he relumed to details of partisan life. He 
asked how ihe men's rest and recreation were 
taken care of, how the food was, and how the par¬ 
tisan hospitals were functioning. He paid especial¬ 
ly great attention to ties with the population. 

“Build up partisan reserves and Bed Army re¬ 
serves along your route. You understand what 
I have in mind? The impression you leave with 
the people as you pass through and your propa¬ 
ganda and agitation work >vill prepare thousands 
of helpers for both you and us. Tliat is an import¬ 
ant phase of your activity, very important.” 

In parting Klimenty Yefremovich said: 

“You would prohal)ly like to see your family, 
wouldn’t you? Vl’ill you visit them?” 

I replies] that I hadn't tried to as yet and that 
I didn’t even know their exact address, hut that if 
1 could find the time I would certainly visit then). 

“Wouldn’t it he better, perlups, to bring your 
family here, to you? Really, Comrade Strokach. 
arrange the matter. I will issue instructions about 
a plane. Is such an arrangement agrccahle to you. 
Comrade Fyodorov? Well, dial’s fine.... Get ready 
for the raid, and don’t forget anything... 

With this we parted. 

Two days later I met my wife and daughters at 
the Central Aerodrome. 

Incidentally, they claim they recognized me 
from the window of the plane, although I had 
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changed: frightfully and waa wearing an outlandish 
[jartisKin sheepskin coal. They also said that when 
they clin>l)ed out of the plane and rushed up to me 
my right check worked like a telegraph key. 

I still don't know whether to believe them or 

not. 


Some time later Nikita Sergeyevich Khrushchov 
arrived in Moscow. He invited me to a meeting of 
the Central Committee of the Comnmnist Party 
(Bolsheviks) of the Ukraine. At this meeting I de- 
livero<l a report on the year and a halTs activity 
of the Chernigov underground R.C. and the com¬ 
bat operations of our united partisan forces. It 
was <l«'ide{| at the meeting to split our forces in 
two and to send one detachment on a raid deep 
into the Western Ukraine. 

K liiT son-Moscow» 

!imc 1947-July 1^18 
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